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LIFE OF COLLINS. 



William Collins was bom at Chichester^ on tho 
2Sih of IWemher^ jiumi 1720. His father was a hatter, 
of good reputation. He was, iir )733» as Dr. Warton 
has kindly informed me, admitted scholar of Win- 
chester College, where he was educated by Dr. Burton. 
His English exercises were better than his Latin. 

He first courted the notice of the public by some 
verses to a ' Lady weeping,' published in the Gentle- 
man's Magasine. 

In 1740, he stood first in the list of the Scholars to 
oe received in succession at New College \ hut unhap- 
pily there was no vacancy. This was the original mis- 
fortune of his life. He became a Commoner of Queen's 
College, probably with a scanty maintenance ; but was 
in about half a year elected a demy of Magdalen Col- 
lege, where he continued till he had takenabachelorfi 
degree, and then suddenly left the university ; for what 
reason 1 know not that he told. 

He now (about 1744) came to London % literary ad- 
venturer, with many projects in his head, and very 
little money in bis pocket. He designed many works; 
but his great fault was irresolution, or the frequent 
calls of immediate necessity broke his schemes, and 
suffered him to pursue no settled purpose. A man, 
doubtful of his dinner, or trembling at a creditor, is 
not mu<;h disposed to abstracted meditation, or remote 
nqniries. He published proposals for a HiHtory of the 
Revival of Learning ; and I have heard him speak with 
great kindness of Leo the Tenth, and with keen resent 
ment of his tasteless successor. But probably not a 
page of the History was ever written. He planned 
several tr^edies ; but he onlv planned them. He wrote, 
now.and-then, odes and other poems, and did mmm- 
thing, however little. 
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About this time I fell into his company. His tp- 
pearauce was decent and manly ; his knowledee con- 
siderable, his views extensive, his conversation elegant, 
and his disposition cheerful. By degrees I gained hit 
confidence ; and one day vas admitted to him when he 
was immured by a bailiff, that was prowling in the 
street. On this occasion recourse was had to the book- 
aellers, who, on the credit ofa translation of Aristotle^ 
Poetics, which he engaged to write with a large com- 
mentary, advanced as much money as enabled him to 
escape into the country. He shewed me the guinea* 
safe in hii> hand. Soon afterward his uncle, Mr. Martin, 
a lieutenant-colonel, left him about two thousand 

Kands ; a sum which Collins could scarcely think ex- 
ustible, and which he did not live to exhaust. Thft 
guineas were then repaid, and the translation &eg« 
lected. 

But man is not bora for happiness : Collins, who, 
while he ttvdied lo itee, felt no evil but poverty, no 
sooner iteed to study than his life was assailed by more 
dreadful calamities, disease and insanity. 

Having formerly written his character, while perhaps 
it was yet more distinctly impressed upon my memoiy, 
1 shall msert it here. 

'Mr. Collins was a man of extensive literature, and 
of vigorous faculties. He was acquainted not only with 
the learned tongues, but with the Italian, French, and 
Spanish languages. He had employed his mind chiefly 
upon works of fiction, aud subjects of fancy ; and, by 
indulging some peculiar habits of thought, was emi- 
nently delighted with those flights of imagination which 
pass the bounds of nature, and to which the mind is re- 
conciled only by a passive acquicEcence in popular tra- 
ditions. He loved fairies, genii, giants, and monsters ; 
he delighted to rove through the meanders of enchant- 
ment, to gase on the magnificence of golden pslaees^ 
to repose by the waterfalls of Elysian gardens. 

*Tnis was, however, the character rather of his in- 
clination than his genius; the grandeur of wildnesa, 
•nd the novelty of extravagance, were always desired 
by him, but were not always atuined. Yet as dili- 
gence is never wholly lost, if his efforts sometimes 
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canted hawlmtia and obscurity, they likewise pTC>duee4 
in happier moments sublimity and splendour. This idea 
which he had formed of excellence, led him to orien- 
tal fictions and allegorical imagery : and, perhaps, while 
he was intent upon description, ne did not sufficiently 
cultivate sentiment. His poenu are the prodnctiona 
of a mind not deficient in fire, nor unfurnished with 
knowledge either of books or life, but somewhat ob- 
structed in its progress by deviation in quest of mistaken 
beauties. 

' His morals were pure, and his opinions pious ; in a 
long continuance of poverty, and long habits of dissipa- 
tion, it cannot be expected that any character should 
be exactly uniform. There is a degree of want by which 
the freedom of agency is almost destroyed : and long 
association with fortuitous companions will at last relax 
the strictness of truth and abate the fervour of sincerity* 
That this man, wise and virtuous as he was, passed 
always unentangled through the snares of life, it would 
be prejudice and temerity to affirm ; but it may be said 
that at least he preserved the source of action unpollu« 
ted, that his principles were never shaken, that his dis- 
tinctions of right and wrong were never confounded, 
and that his faults had nothing of malignity or design, 
but proceeded from some unexpected pressure, or ca- 
sual temptation. 

*The latter part of his life cannot be remambered 
but with pity and sadness. He languished some vears 
under that depression of mind which unchains the fa* 
culties without destroying them, and leaves reason tha 
knowledge of right, without the power of porsaing it. 
These clouds which he perceived gathering on his in* 
tcUects, he endeavoured to disperse by trarel, and 
passed into France : but found himself constrained to 
yield to his malady, and returned. He was for some 
tioM confined in a house for lunatics, and afterward 
Ktired to the care of his sister in Chichester, where 
death, in 1756, came to his relief. 

' After his rstum from France, the writer of this chn- 
laeter paid him a visit jit Islington, where he was wnit> 
ing for his sister, whom he had directed to meat him t 
there was then nothing of disorder discernible in hit 
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aiind by «ny but bimMlf ; but he had withdrawn from 
study, and travelled with no other book than an English 
Testsmenty snch as children carry to the school : when 
his friend took it into his hand, out of curiosity to see 
what comf>anion a msn of letiers had chosen, " I have 
but one book/' said Collins, '* bat that is the best/' 

*Sach was the fate of Collins, with whom I onc« 
delighted to converse, and whom I yet remember with 
tenderness. 

* He was visited at Chichester, in his last illness, by 
his learned friends Dr. Warton and his brother ; to 
whom he spoke with disapprobation of his Oriental 
Eclogues, as not sufficiently expressive of Asiatic man- 
ners, and called them his Irish Eclogues. He shewed 
them, at the same time, an ode inscribed to Mr. John 
Hame,on the Superstitions of the Highlands; which 
they thought superior to his other works. 

< His disorder was not alienation of mind, but general 
laxity and feebleness, a deficiency rather of his vital 
than intellectual powers. What he spoke wanted 
neither judgment nor spirit; but a few minutes ex- 
hausted him, so that he was forced to rest upon the 
couch, till a short cessation restored his powers, and he 
was again able to talk with his former vigour. 

' The approaches of this dreadful malady he began 
to feel soon after his uncle's death; and, with the usual 
weakness of men so diseased, eagerly snatched that 
temporary relief with which the table and the bottle 
flatter and seduce. But his health continually declined, 
and he grew more and more burthensome to himself. 

* To what I have formerly said of his writings may 
be added, that his diction was often harsh, unskilfully 
laboured, and injudiciously selected. He affected the 
obsolete when it was not worthy of revival ; and he puts 
his words out of the common order, seeming to think, 
with some later candidates for fame, that not to write 
prose is certainly to write poetry. His lines commonly 
are of slow motion, clogged and impeded with clusters 
of consonants. As men are often esteemed who cannot 
be loved, so die poetry of Collins may sometimes extort 
pniae, when it gives little pleasure.'' 
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Mr. Collins's first production is added Iiert 
'Foetkid Calendar.' 



TO MISS AURF.LIA « 
"On her tteej^ng at her Suter'4 Wedding 

Ceaae. fair AoreUa, cease tc mocm ; 

Ijiment not Hannah^ ba:>py state : 
Ton ixiav be happy iu yoar turn. 

And seise ihe treasure yon regret. 

With Loiw united llynen stands. 

And softly wiiispers to your charmt,— 
"* Meet but your ^o^ er in my bands, 

You'U find your sister ia his arms.' 

A monument has been erected by public suVscription 
to Collins. He is represented as just recovered frou a 
wild fie of phrensy, to which he v^s subject » and in* 
calm and reclining posture, seeking refuge from his 
misfortunes in the consolations of the Gospel, while his 
lyre and one of the first of liia poems lie neglected on 
the ground, &c. The who4e was executed by Flaxman* 
at that ^ime lately returned from Rome : the tollowi«f 
most excellent epitaph was written by Mr. Hayley. 

T« who the merits of the dead revere, 
Who hold misfortune's sacred fieoius dear. 
Regard this tomb, where Collins, hapless name. 
Solicits kindness with a double claim. 
Though Nature gave him, end though Scienos 
llie fire of Fancy, and the reach of thought. 
Severely doom'd to Penury's extreme* 
He pass'd iu maddening pain life's fevVish 
While rays of genius only served to shew 
The ihick'ning horror, and exalt his woe. 
Ye walls, that echo^ to his frantic moan. 
Guard the due records of this grateful stons; 
Strangers to him, euamour'd of bis lays, 
I'his fond memorial to his talents raise. 
For this the ashes of the kani require. 
Who touch'd the tend*rest notes of Pity*s lyrs; 
Who 3oin*d pure faith to strong poetic poveis* 
Who. in reviving Reason's lucid hours. 
Sought on one book his troubled mind to vest. 
And rightly deemed the book of God ihs bean. 
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STANZAS, 

Written ly Scoff, iff AmwtiU, on hu refum fpom CB»- 
ehuter, where he had in pain attempted tg find M« 
bmnat place of ColUm. 

To riew the1>eaaties of my native land. 

O'er many a pleasing, distant scene, I rove ; 

Now clhnb the rock, or wander on the strand^ 
Or trace the riU, or penetrate the grove. 

From Baia'a hills, from Portsea's spreading wwfp 
To fair Cicestria's lonely walls 1 stray ; 

To her famed Poet's venerated grave 
Anxious my tribute of respect to pay. 

O'er the dim pavement of the solemn fane. 
Midst the rude stones that croud th' adjoining i^Mt, 

The sacred spot I seek : but seek in vain— 
In vain I ask — for none can point the place. 

What boots the eye whose quick observant glance 
Marks every nobler, every fairer form? 

Whatftbe skill'd ear that sound's sweet charms entraaMy 
And the fond breast with generous pasai<m waim t 

What boots the power each image to portray. 
The power with force each feeling to express f 

How vain the hope that through life's Utile day. 
The soul with thought of future fame can blass. 

While Folly frequent boasts th' inseulptured tomb. 
By flattery's pen inscribed with purchased praise; 

While rustic Labour's undistinguish'd doom 
Fond Friendship's hand records in humble phraaei 

Of Genius oft and Learning worse the lot. 
For them no care, to them no honour shewn i 

Alive neglected, and when dead forgot, 
B'en Collins slumbers in a grave BnknowB. 



ORIENTAL ECLOGUES 



ECLOGUE 1. 
SEtilM; OR, tHB SHEPHERD'S MORAL, j 
»M«~A Valley unr OatdiL TtaM^The Mety^. (f^ 

' Yb Persian maids! attend yonr poet's Uys, 
And hear how shejjherds pass their golden days. 
Not all are blest, whom Fortune's hand snstaini 
With wealth in courU; nor all that haunt the plaints 
Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell ; 
t Tis virtue makes the bliss where'er we dwell.*^ 
Thus Selim sung, by sacred Truth inspired } 
Kor praise, but such as Truth bestow'd, desired t 
Wise in himself, his meaning songs convey'd 
Informing morals to the shepherd maid ; 
Or taught the swains that surest bliss to find, 
/ What groves nor streams bestow— a virtuous mind. 
When sweet and blushing, like a virgin bride* 
The radiant mom resumed her orient pride \ 
When wanton gales along the valleys play. 
Breathe on each flower, and bear their sweets away; 
By Tigris' wand 'ring waves he sat, and sung 
This useful lesson for the fair and young : 

' Ye Persian damea, he said, to you belong-^ 
Well may they please — the morals of my song : 
Ko fairer maids, I trust, than you are found. 
Graced with soft arts, the peopled world around ! 
The mom that lights you, to your love suppliM 
Each gentler ray delicious to your eyes : 

b 
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For you those flowers her fragrant hands bestow^ 
And yoats the love that kings delight to know. 
Yet think not these, all beauteous as they are« 
The best kind blessings Heaven rmn grant the lair! 
I Who trust tlone in Beauty's feeble ray, 
' Boast but the worth Bassora's pearls display | 
Drawn from the deep, we own their surface brig ht« 
But, dark within, they drink no lustrous light : 
Such are the maids, and such the charms they boaity 
By sense anaided, or to virtue lost. 
Self-flattering sex ! your hearts believe in vain 
That Love shall blind, when once he fires the iwrnia j 
Or hope a lover by your faults to win. 
As spots on ermine beautify the skin : 

ho seeks secure to rule, be first her care 
l»ch softer virtue that adorns che fair; 
^ach tender passion man delights to find, 
fThe loved perfections of a female mind ! ^ 

' Rlest were ihe days when Wisdom held her reign« 
And shepherds sought her on the silent plain ; 
With l^ruth she wedded in the secret grove. 
Immortal Ynith ! and daughters bless'd their love. 

' O haste, fair m-aids ! ye Virtues, come nway. 
Sweet l*eace and Plenty lead you on your way ! 
The balmy shrub for you shall love our shore. 
By Ind etceli'd, or Araby, no more. 

' Lost to our fields, for so the Fates ordain. 
The dear deserters shall return again. 
Come thou, whose thongbts as limpid springs are dear. 
To lead the train, sweet Modesty, appear : 
Here make thy court amidst our rural scene. 
And shepherd-girls shall own thee for their qaeeA l 
With thee be Chastity, of all afraid. 
Distrusting all, a wise, suspicious maid ; 
But man the most^not more the mountain do6 
UoUto the swift falcon for her deadly fo«. 
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CoI<d it her breast, like l!ow«rs thai drink th« d«W ; 
A silken veil conceals her from the view. 
No wild desires amidst thy train be known. 
But Faith, whose heart ift fi^'d on one alon« t 
Desponding Meekness^ with her downcast eff. 
And friendly Pity, full of tender sighs : 
And Love, the last : by these yonr hearts approTV^ 
These are the virtnes that must lead to love/ 

Thns sung the twain ; and ancient legend! iayi 
i The maids of Bagdac verffied the lay : 
' Dear to the plidns, the Virtue't came along. 
The theph«rds tofed, and Selim blessM hSs Mttg • 
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ECLOGUE It. 
HASSAN; OR, THE CAMEL DRITXR. 

5c«»»— The DcMrt. Time— Mld-imf. 
In silent horror, o*er the boundless waste 
The driver Hassan with his camels past \ 
One cruse of water on his back he bore. 
And his light scrip contained a scanty store; 
A fan of painted feathers in his hand. 
To guaxd his shaded face from scorching saadk 
The sultry sun had gain'd the middle sky. 
And not a tree, and not an herb was nigh ; 
The beasts> with pain, their dusty way pursne* 
Shrill roa/d the winds^ and dreary was the view ! 
With desperate sorrow wild, th' affrighted man 
Thrice sighM, thrice struck his breast, and thnsbagia- 
' Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day* 
When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way I 
* Ah ! little thought I of the blasting wind* 
The thirst or pinehing hanger. that I ted 

• 
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Bethink thee, Hanan, where ■hall thint asauagtf. 

When fails this erase, his oorelentiog rage ? 

Soon shall this scrip its precious load res^n ; 

Then what but tears and hunger shall be thine? 
' Ye mute companions of my toils, that bear 

In all my griefs a more. than equal share! 

Here, where no springs in murmurs break awsfy. 

Or moss-ciown'd fountains mitigate the day. 

In vain ye hope the dear delights to know. 

Which plains more blest, or verdant vales bestow : 

Here rocks alone and tasteless sands are found, | y/ *) 

" And faint and sickly winds for ever howl around, wm {/'^ 
Sad was the boar, and luckless was the day. 
When first from Scbiras' walls I bent my way ! 

* Curst be the gold and silver which persuade 
Weak men to follow far fatiguing trade ! 

/The lily peace outshines the silver store, ) 
I lAnd life ia dearer than th« golden ore : J 

Yet money tempts us o'er the desert brown, 
^ To every distant mart and wealthy town. 

Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the sen ; 

And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 

Ah ! why was ruin so attractive made ? 

Or why fond man so easily betrayM ? 
I Why heed we not, while mad we baste along. 

The gentle voice of Peace, or Pleasure's songf 

Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's side, 

Th-? fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride. 

Why tbink we these less pleasing to behold 

Than dreary deserts, if they lead to gold ? 
Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day. 
When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way ! 

* Oh cease, my fears !— all frantic aa I go. 
When thought creates unnumber'd scenes of woe; 
What if the lien in his rage I meet! — 
Oft in the dust I view his printed feet i 
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jlndy feafftll ! oft« when day's declining light 
Yields her pale empire to the mourner night. 
By hunger roused, he scours the groaning plaia^ 
Gkiunt wolves and sullen tigers in his train: 
Before them Death with shrieks directs their way. 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
Sad was the hour, and luckless was the day. 
When first from Schirac' walls I bent my way ! 
' At that dread hour the silent asp shall creep, . 
If aught of rest I find, upon my sleep : 
Or some swoln serpent twist his scales around, 
* And wake to anguish with a burning wound. 
jTrhrice happy they, the wise contented poor, 
iFrom lust of wealth, and dread of death secure! 
j They tempt no deserts, and no griefs they find j^ 
^Peace rules the day i&here reason rules the mind.t 
Sad was the hour, and luckless was iHe'^ay, 
When first from Schiraz' walls I bent my way! 
* O hapless youth ! — for she thy love hath won. 
The tender Zata will be most undone ! 
Big sweird my heart, and own'd the powerful mud. 
When fast she dropt her tears, as thus she said : 
** Farewell the youth whom sighs could not detain. 
Whom Zara'a breaking heart implored in vain ! 
Yet as thou go'st may every blast arise 
Weak and unfelt, as these rejected sighs ! 
Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'st thou see. 
No griefs endure, nor weep, faUe youth, like me ! 
O let me safely to the fair retam. 
Say, with a kiss, she must not, shall not mouro } 
O ! let me teach my heart to lose its fears, 
Rccall'd by Wisdom's voice, and Zara's tears !' 
He said ; and call'd on Heaven to bleu the day 
When back to Schiras' walla he bent his way« 
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ECLOGUE ni. 
ABRA ; OR, THE GBOROIAN SULTANA. 

Seew^K tmmL riiii«^Tb« Erentar* 
In Georgia's land, wbere Tefflis* to wen are •€€&> ^, 
In distant view, along the level green. 
While evening dews enrich the glittering glad6> 
And the tall forests cast a longelr shadie. 
What time *tis sweet o^er fields of rice to •tray> 
Or scent the breathing maite at setting day ; 
I AoiMst the maids of Zagen's peaceful grov«» 
lEoDj^ sung the pleasing cares of love, 
yf Abra first began the tender strain* 
Who Ited her youth with Bocks upon the plain t 
At mom she came her willing flodts to lead> 
Where lilies rear them in the watei^ mead ; 
From early daWn the livc-lotag hourA she told» 
Till late at silent eve she penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grove, bcn«ath the secret shade* 
A various wrfeath of odorous flowers she madB : 
*Oay- motley 'd pinks and sw«et Jonquils she thote« 
The violet blue that on the moss-bank grows ; 
All sweet to sense, the flaunting rose was theM t 
The finish'd chuplet well adx>m'd her hair. 

Great Abbas chaniced that fated morn to stray. 
By Love condbcled from the chase away ; 
Among the vocal vales he heard her song. 
And sought, the vales and echoing groves among t 
At length he found, asd wooM the rural mkid ; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd* 
' Be every youth like royal Abbas moved. 
And every Georgian maid like Abra loved i' 

• Ths* flewekv ale foand in very |rt«at ibttndanccili MlMt 
of the ptovflicei of P»nia. 
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The royftl iovier hott her fMm the plaiil; 
Yet still her ereok and bleating flock remaHt: 
Oft* as she went, ihe backward tam'd her view^ 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adiea. 
Fair, happy maid ! to other scenes remoTe» 
To richer scenes of golden power and lore! 
Go, leave the siitaple pipe, and shepherd's strAin % 
With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign. 
' Be every youth like royal Abbas moved. 
And every Georgian maid like Abra luvcd !' 
Yet, midst the blaxe of courts she fix'd her love 
On the cool fountain, or the shady grove; 
Still with the shepherd's innocence her mfakd 
To th^ awgjp ^ vyU and flowgr y mwiri jnrlined ; 
.• ^ , • And oft as Spring renewM the plains with flowert, 
f < ' - ^ H ' . ' I Breathed his soft gales, and led the fragrant houii 
I With sure return she sought the sylvan scen«> 
\ The breezy mountains, and the forests greea. 
I Her maids around her mov'd> a duteous baud*. 
• Each bore a crook all rural in her hand : 
Some simple lay, of flocks and herds they toligl 
With joy the mountain and the forest rang. 
' Be every youth like royal Abbas moved. 
And every Georgian maid like Abra loved !^ 
And oft the royal lover left the care 
And thorns of state, attendant on the fair; 
Oft to the shades and low-roof'd cots retired. 
Or songht the vale where first his heart was flftdi 
A/ruftset mvuli» like a swain, he wore. 
And thought of crowns and busy tourts no mors, 
' Be every youth like royal Abbas moved. 
And every Georgian maid like Abra loved !' 
Blest was the life that royal Abbas led i 
Sweet was his love, and innocent his bed. 
M What if in wealth the noble maid excel ; 
I The simple shepherd girl can love as well* 
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Let thoM who r«l« <m Persia's jcwell'd tbrote 
Be famed for love, and gentlest lore aloae ; 
Or wreath, like Abbas, full of fair renown^ 
The lover's myrtle with the warrior's cfown. 
O happy days! the maids around her say; 
O haste, profuse of blessings, haste away! 
* Be every youth like royal Abbas moved. 
And every (}ettrgian maid like Abra loved!' 



ECLOGUE IV. 

AGIB AND 8ECANDBR; OR, THB 
FUGITIVES. 

A^me^A ttovnttia tn circuit. 7%M^MMiil|M. 
In fair Circassi^, where, to love inclined. 
Bach swain was blest, for every maid was kind ; 
At that still hour, when awful midnight reigns. 
And none but wretches haunt the twilight plains ) 
WhaLlime the Moo n had hung her latnp. fill high 
^ndj)ast ia radift&ce tlirougb the cloudless sky; 
Sad o*er the dews two brother shepherds fled. 
Where wildering fear and desperate sorrow led : 
Fast pM they prest their flight, behind them lay 
Wild ravaged plains, and valleys stole away. 
Along the mountain's bending sides they ran. 
Till, faint and weak, Secander thus began t 
Seeander. 
'Ob, stay thee, Agib, for my feet deny. 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 
Friend of my heart ! Oh turn thee and survey.. 
Trace our long flight through all its length of way ! 
And first review that long-extended plain. 
And yon wide groves, already past with pain ! 
Yon ragged cliff, whose dangerous path we tried I 
And, last, this lofty mountain's weary side !' 



THE FUGITIVES. If 

AgitK 
' Weak as thoa art, yet hapIeM mat^ tbon know 
The toils of flight, or some severer woe*. 
Still as I haste, the Tartar shouu behind. 
And shrieks and sorrows load the saddening wind : 
In rage of heart, with ruin in bis hand. 
He blasts our harvests* and deforms our land. 
Yon citron grove, whence first in fear we came. 
Droops its fair hooours to the conquering flame: 
Far fly the swains, tike ns, in deep despair. 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care.* 

Seetmder, 

* Unhappy land ! whose blessings tempt the sword. 
In vain, unheard, tbon call'kt thy Persian lord I 
In vain thou court'st him, helpless, to thine aid« 
To shield the shepherd, and protect the maid ! 
Far off, in thoughtless indolence re»ign'd. 
Soft dreams of love and pleasure soothe his mind; 
Midst lair sultanas lost in idle joy, 
lio wars alarm him, and no fears annoy.' 

' Agih. 

' Yet these green hills, in summer's sultry heat 
Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the sight is Yinhnn^A flttfffry p^ria, 
And once by maids and shepherds loved in vaia! 
No more the virgins shall delight to rove 
By Sargis' banks, or Irwan's shady grove ; 
On Tarkie's.mountains catch the cooling gale^ 
Or breathe the sweets of Aly's flowery vale: 
Fair scenes ! but, ah ! no more with peace possest. 
With ease alluring, and with plenty blest ! 
Vo more the shepherds' whitening tents appear. 
Nor the kind products of a bounteous year; 
No more the date, with snowy blossoms crown'd 1 
But Ruin spreads iMr baleful fires around/ 



IB AOIB AND SBCAN9ER. 

Seconder. 
* In ram Circassia boasts her spicy groTCt, 
For ever famed for pure and happy loves : 
In vain she boasts her fairest of the fair. 
Their eyes' blue languish, and their golden hair. 
Those eyes in tears their fruitless grief must send; 
Those hairs the Tartar's cruel hand shall rend/ 

Agib. 

' Ye Georgian swains, that piteous learn from far 
Circassians ruin, and the waste of war : 
Some weightier arms than crooks and staffs prepare^ 
To shield your harvests, and defend your fair: 
The Turk and Tartar like designs pursue^ 
Fix'd to destroy, and steadfast to undo. 
Wild as his land, in native deserts bred. 
By lust incited, or by malice led. 
The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey. 
Oft marks with blood and wasting dames the way; 
Yet none so cruel as the Tartar foe. 
To death inured, and nursed in scenes of woe.' 

He said : when loud along the vale was heard 
A shriller shriek, and nearer fires appear'd. 
Th' affrighted shepherds through the dews of night. 
Wide o'er the moonlight billa renewed their fiight. 



ODES, 
PESCRIPTIVE AND ALLEGORICAL. 



TO PITY. 



/ O Thou ! the friend of man, ataignM 
( WiULbalmy 'hands his wounds to bind. 
And' charm his frantic woe» 
When first Distress, with dagger keen. 
Broke forth tn waste his destined scenef 
His wild unsai4id foe 1 

By PetU's* bard, a magie name. 

By al\ the griefs his thought conld fnuMj 

Rereive my humhl*> mite 
liong. Pity, let the nations view 
Thy sky- worn robes of tendeiest bln<. 

And eyes of dewy li?ht ! 

Bat wherefore need I wander wide 
To old Ilissus' distant side. 

Deserted stream, and mute f 
Wild Arant too has heard thy strami^ 
And Echo, midst my native plains. 

Been soothed by Pity's lute. 

There first the wren thy myrtles shed 

On gentlest Otway's infant head. 

To bim thy cell was shewn; 

.' ^ And while he sung the female heart, 

\ V ' With youth's soft notes nnspoil'd by ail» 

/ * \ Thy turtles mix'd their own. 

t Antsrlal 



«a TO FEAR. 

Come, Pity ! come; by Fancy's aid, 
Bv'n now my tboughu, relenting maid. 

Thy temple's pride design : 
Its tonthem site, itt truth complete^ 
Shall raise a wild enthusiast heat 

In all who view the shrine. 
There Picture's toil shall well relate. 
How chance, or hard involving fate. 

O'er mortal bliss prevail : 
The bns kin'd Muse shall near her stand. 
And sighing prompt "her lender hand^ 

With each disastroue tale. 
There let me oft, retired by day. 
In dreams of passion melt away, 

AUow'd with thee to dwell : 
There waste the movmful lamp of Bi|^ 
Tall, Virgin, thon again delight , .; 

, f^To hear a British sheU I \-f^'^S^ ^'' ^ 
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TO FBAR. 



Tsoo, to whom the world unknown. 
With all its shadowy shapes, is shewn; 
Who lee'st appall'd th' unreal scene. 
While Fancy lifu the veil between ; 

Ah Fear! ah, frantic Fear! 

I see, I see thee near. 
I know thy hurried step, thy haggard eye ! 
Like thee I start, like thee disorder'd lly. 

For, lo ! what monsters in thy train appeirl 
Danger, whose limbs of giant mould 
What mortal eye can fix'd behold T 
Who stalks his round, an hideous form. 
Howling amidst the midnight stonu; 



TO VEAK SI 

Or throws him on the ridgy steep 
Of some loose hanging rock to sleep : 
And with him thousnd phantoms joinM» 
Who pToaopt to deeds accursed the mind : 
And those, the fiends, wbo near allied. 
O'er Nature's wonnds, and wrecks presid*; 
While Vengeance, in the lurid air. 
Lifts her red arm, exposed and bare : 
On whom that rareniog* brood of Fate, 
Who tap th^ blood of Sorrow, wait; 
Who, Fear, this ghastly train can lee, 
'i And look not madly wild like thee I 

Epods, 

In earliest Greece, to thee, with partial choice. 

The grief-fiill Muse addrest her infant tongue; 
The maids and matrons, on her awful voice. 

Silent and psle, in wild unasement hung. 
Yet he, the bardt who first invoked thy name, 

DisdainM in Marathon its power to feel : 
For not alone he nursed the poet's flame. 

But reach'd from Virtue's hand the patriot's steel. 
But who is he, whom later garlands grace. 

Who left awhile o'er Hybla's dews to rove. 
With trembling eyes thy dreary steps to trace. 

Where thou and furies shared the baleful grove T 
Wrapt in thy cloudy veil th' incestuous queen^ 

Sigh'd the sad call her son and husband heard. 
When once alone it broke the silent scene. 

And he the wretch of Thebes no more appeared. 
O Fear! I know thee by my throbbing heart. 

Thy withering power inspired each mournful IbMp 
I Though gentle Pity claim her mingled part. 

Yet all the thunders of the scene are thine I 
• SafhocW* Btocinu t iEschjlu. | JooHttb 



22 TO FEAR. 

ThoQ who sack weary lengths bast pMt, 
Where wilt thou rest, mad nymph, at last? 
Ssy, wilt thou shnmd in haunted cell,' 
Where gloomy Rape and Marder dwell? 

Or in some hallow'd seat, 

'Gainst which the big waves beat. 
Hear drowning seamen's cries in tempetts brought? 
Dark Power! with shaddering, meek, submitted 

thought. 
Be mine to read the visions old. 
Which thy awakening bards have told 

And, lest thou meet my blasted view. 
Hold each strange tale Uevoutly^true; 
Ne'er be I found, by thee o'er-awed. 
In that thrice-hallow'd eve abroad. 
When ghosts, as cottage-maids believe. 
Their pebbled beds permitted leave, 
And goblins haunt, from fire, or fen. 
Or mine, or flood, the walks of men ! 

O thou, whose spirit most possest 
The sacred seat of Shakspeare's breail? 
By all that from thy prophet broke. 
In thy divine emotions spoke ! 
Hither again thy fury deal. 
Teach me but once like him to feel t 
His cypress wreath my meed decre«f 
And I, O Fear, wUl dwell with thM' 
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TO SIMPLICITY. 

O Thou, by Katare Uoght 

To breadie her genuine thongbt. 
In namben warmly pure, and sweetly ttrong : 

Who first on mountains wild^ 

In Fancy, loveliest child^ 
Thy babe, and Pleasure's, nursed the powen of WMgl 

Thou, who with hermit heart 

Disdain'st the wealth of art. 
And gauds, and pageant weeds, and trailing pall t 

But com'st a decent maid. 

In Attic robe array'd, 
chaste, unboastf nl nymph I to thee I call 1 

By all the honey'd store 

On Hybla's thymy shore. 
By all her blooms, and mingled mnrmnrt dMur^ 

By her whose love-lorn woe. 

In evening musings slow. 
Soothed, sweetly sad, Electra'i poet's ear t 

By old Cephisua' deep. 

Who spread his wavy sweep 
In warbled wanderings round thy green retwl^ 

On whose enamell'd side. 

When holy Freedom died. 
No equal haunt allured thy future feet. 

r O sister meek of Truth, 
To my admiring youth 
Thy sober aid and native charms iafoMl 
The flowers that sweetest breathe. 
Though beauty cnll'd the wreath. 
Mil aak thy hand to range their oidar'd boM. 



ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER. 

While Rome ooald none esteem 

Bat virtue's patriot theme» 
You loved her hills, and led her laureate h«nd i 

But staid to sing alone 

To one distinguish'd throne. 
And tom'd thy face, and fled her alter'd land. 

No more, in hall or bower. 

The passions own thy power. 
Love, only Love, her forceless nnttbert mean; 

For thou hast left her shrine. 

Nor olive more, nor vine. 
Shall gain thy feet to bless the servile scene. 

Though taste, though genius, bless 

To some divine excess. 
Faint's the cold work till thou inspire the wholes 

What each, what all supply. 

May court, may charm our eye. 
Thou '. only thou canst raise the meeting soal 1 

Of these let others ask. 

To aid some mighty task, 
I only seek to find thy tempejata vmle : 

Where oft my reed might sound 

To maids and shepherds round. 
And all thy sons, O Nature I leazn my tala. 



ON THE POETICAL CHARACTER. 

As once, if not with light regard, 
I read aright that gifted bard 
(Him whose school above the rest 
His loveliest Elfin queen has blest). 
One, only one, unrivall'd fair,* 
Might hope the magic girdle wear, 
• PlsriML 8ee8penKr,L8r.«h. 



ON THE POETICAL CHARACTBR. 

At solemn tnmey hong on high. 
The wish of each love-darting eye. 

Lo! to each other nymph in turn applied. 

As if, in air unseen, some hovering hand. 
Some chaste and angel-friend to virgin-fame. 
With whisper'd spell had burst the starting 
It left unblest her loathed dishonoured side i 
Happier, hopeless fair, if never 
Her baflSed hand with vain endeavonr 
Had touch*d that fatal zone to her denied ! 

Young Fancy thus, to me divinest name. 
To whom, prepared and bathed in heayen^ 
The cest of amplest power is given. 
To few the god- like gift assigns. 
To gird their blest prophetic loins. 

And gaze her visions wild, and feel unmix'd hu 
flame. 
The band, as fairy legends say. 
Was wove on that creating day. 

When He, who call'd with thought to birth 

Yon tented sky, this laughing earth. 

And drest with springs, and forests tall. 

And pourM the main engirting all. 

Long by the loved enthusiast woo'd. 

Himself in some diviner mood. 

Retiring, sat with her alone. 

And placed her on his sapphire throne^ 

The whiles, the vaulted shrine aroand^ 

Seraphic wires were heard to sound. 

Now sublimest triumph swelling. 

Now on love and mercy dwelling; 

And she, from out the veiling cload. 

Breathed her magic notes alond : 

And thou, thou ricb-hair'd youth of i 

And all thy subject life was bom ! 
C 



m ON THE POETICAL CHARACTBB. 

The dangerotw passions kept aloof. 
Far from the sainted growing woof; 
But near it sat ecstatie Wonder, 
Listening the deep applauding thunder i 
And Truth, in sunny vest array'd. 
By whose the Tarsel's eyes were made; 
^ /And the shadowy tribes of Mind, 
-> / In braided dance their murmurs joinM^ 
' And ail the bright uncounted powers 
( Who feed on heaven's anjbrosial flowera* 
J— Where is the bard whose soul can now 
/its high presuming hopes avow? 
I Where he who thinks, with rapture blind, 
I This hallow'd work for him designed? 
High on some cti£f, to heaven up-piled. 
Of rude access, of prospect wild, 
Wheve, tangled round the jealous steep. 
Strange shades o'erbrow the valleys deep. 
And holy Genii gua^ the rock. 
Its glooms embrown, its springs unlock. 

While on its rich ambitious head 

An Eden, like his own, lies spread, 
I view that oak, the fancied glades among. 
By which, as Milton lay, his evening ear. 
From many a cloud that dropp'd ethereal dew. 
Night sphered in heaven its native strains could L«w| 
On which that ancient trump he reach'd was hong s 

Thither oft his' glory greeting. 

From Waller's myrtle shades retreating. 
With many a vow from Hope's aspiring tongtM, 
My trembling feet his guiding step pursue; 

In vain — Such bliss to one alone. 

Of all the sons of soul, was known. 
And Heaven, and Fancy, kindred powef»> 
Have now o'«nvrn'd th' inspiring bowexv. 
Or eurtainM dote tnch leeaet from oveiy fntiiM vl*w. 



27 

- . ^ ODE. ' > 

WRimil m THE YE Aft MSOCXli?]. 

How deep the bravn, who sink to rest. 
By all their eonutry's wishes blest ! 
When Spring, wiih dewy fingers cold. 
Returns to deck their hallowM mould. 
She there shall dress a sweeter sod 
Than Fancy's feet Lave ever trod 

By fairy hands their knell is rung. 
By forms unseen their dirge is sung : 
Tliere Honour comes, a pilgrim gray. 
To bless the turf that wraps their clay. 
And Freedom shall awhile repair. 
To dwell a weeping hermit there I 



TO MERCY. 



Strophe, 
O THOU ! who sitt'st a smiling bride» 
By Valour's arm'd and awful side. 
Gentlest of sky-bom forms, and best adored ; 
Who oft, with songs, divine to hear, 
Winn'st from his fatal grasp the spear. 
And hidettt in wreaths of flowers his bloodleM twwdt 
Thou who, amidst the dcathful field. 
By godlike chiefs alone beheld. 
Oft with thy bosom bare art found. 
Pleading for him, the youth tfvho sinks to ground t 
I See, Mercy, see ! with pure and loaded hands, 
I Before thy shrine my country's Genins stands. 
And decks thy alur still, thoogh pierced with roaaj » 
wottAd! 

iD 



it) LIBERTY. 

Vo, Freedom ! no, I will not tell 
How Rome, before thy weeping face. 

With heaviest sound, a giant statve, fell* 
Pnsh'd by a wild and artless race 
From off its wide ambitious base. 
When Time his northern sons of spoil awoke> 
And all the blended work of strength and 
With many a rude repeated stroke. 
And many a barbarous yell, to thousand 
broke ! ^ 

Epodel. 
Yet e'en, where'er the least appear'd, 
Th' admiring world thy hand revered : 
Still, 'midst the scatter'd states around. 
Some remnants of her strength were found : 
They saw, by what escaped the storm. 
How wondrous rose her perfect form. 
How in the great, the labour'd whole. 
Each mighty master ponr'd his soul ! 
For sunny Florence, seat of art. 
Beneath her vines preserved a part. 
Till they, whom Science loved to name, 
(Oh ! who could fear it?) quenched her flamt- 
And lo, an humbler relic laid 
In jealous Pisa's olive shade ! 
See small Marino joins the theme. 
Though least, not last in thy esteem ; 
Strike, louder strike, th' ennobling strings 
To those, whose merchant-sons were kings ^ 
To him who deck'd with pearly pride. 
In Adria weds his green-hair'd bride : 
Hail, port of glory, wealth, and pleasaral 
Ne'er let me change this Lydian i 
Nor e'er her former pride relate. 
To lad lagoria's bleeding state. 



/ 



80 TO LIBERW. 

Ah, no! more pleased thy haunts Laeeky 

On wild Helvetia's mountains bleak : 

(Where, when the favoured of thy choio9» 

The daring archer heard thy voice ^ 

Forth from his eyrie roused in dread^ 

The rayening eagle northward fled.) 

Or dwell in willow'd meads more near. 

With those * to whom thy stork is dear t 
Those whom the rod of Alva bmised. 
Whose crown a British queen refused. 

The magic works, thou feel'st the straina. 

One holier name alone remains : 

The perfect spell shall then ayail. 

Hail, nymph ! adored by Britain, hail I 

Aniiitrophe. 
Beyond the measure vast of thought. 
The works, the wizard Time has wrought! 

The Gaul, 'tis held of antique story. 
Saw Britain link'd to his now adverse straad,t 

No sea between, nor cliffs sublime and hoary. 
He pass'd with unwet feet through all oar land. 
To the blown Balde then, they say. 
The wild waves found another way. 
Where Orcas howls, his wolfish mountains rounding ; 

Till all the banded west at once 'gan rise, 
A wide wild storm even Nature's self confounding. 
Withering her giant sons with strange uncouth 
surprise. 

• The Dnfcb, smAogr^t whom there are Terr nerere peaaltiet for 
Ihoie who >re convicted of Ullirnr this Urd. Tliey >re krpi taine ia 
aloHMt all their towns, andparticularlj at ihc Har ue : of the araM of 
which they make a |Art. The common people orHollaad are said Co 
entertain a Miperttitiottt kenfiment, that if the whole apeciei "'^ 
•bovid become extinct, they ithoald lose tlieir liberties. 



t Tbia tradlitoaU mentioned by several of oar old faMoriana. loaM 
' iraiists too have endeavoured to support the probaWU j ef the 
« byarnmcnts drawn frosi the corrwpondeat dlspositloB of Ihc 
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TO LIBERTY. 

This pillar'd earth, so firm and wide. 

By winds and inward labours torn. 

In thanders dread was push'd aside* 

And down the shouldering billows 

And see like gems her laughing train. 

The little isles on every side; 

Mona,* once hid from those who search tke 

Where thousand elfin shapes abide. 
And Wight, who checks the westering tide, 
V For thee consenting Heaven has each bestow'd, 
A fair attendant on her sovereign pride: 

To thee this blest divorce she owed. 
For thou hast made her vales thy loved, thy last 

Epodell. 
Then, too, 'tis said, an hoary pile 
'Midst the green navel of our isle. 
Thy shrine in some religious wood, 
O soul enforcing Goddess I stood ; 
There eft the painted native's feet 
Were wont thy form celestial meet; 
Thongh now with hopeless toil we tnec 
Time's backward rolls, to find its plaot; 
Whether the fiery-tressed Dane, 
Or Roman's self, o'ertomed the fani : 
Or in what heaven-left age it fell ; 
'Twere hard for modem song to tell. 
Yet still, if Truth those beams infuse. 
Which guide at once, and charm the Muse, 

• Tkere it ft tradlilon in the Itle of Man, thnt ft nnnnM baewainff 
•JMOionred of*, youn^ man of cstraordtoary bcaatjr. look an opfior- 
totiity of nei-tia? hioi one day a« lie walked <m Ae sliore, ftnd opeoet 
her Diit^iott in b Bi, but tvaa received with a rohlneM, occftkioned by 
bin Horror aad «urpriM at her appeanutre. Thia, bowe«er, Wiis m> 
Bikoon»tnM4 by the aea-bidy, that In reveiMre for bit treatobent of ber 
■ha p«ia*bed tlie whole toland, by coverinK it with a mist, lo that ail 
who attempted to carry on any commerce with It, either aever * 

at it, bat wandered np sud iova the its, ev ««m apoi a 



TO LIBERXr. 

Beyond yon braided ck)ads that Hc^ 
Paving the light embroidered tky, 
Amidtt the bright pavilion'd plaint 
The beauteous model still remains. 
There happier than in islands blest* 
Or bowers by Spring or Hebe drest* 
The chiefs who fill our Albion's story. 
In warlike weeds, retired in glory. 
Hear their consorted Dmids sing 
Their triumphs to th' immortal string. 

How may the poet now unfold 
What never tongue or numbers toMt 
How learn, delighted and amased. 
What hands unknown that fabric raited f 
E'en now, before his favoured eyes. 
In Gothic pride it seems to rise t 
Yet Grccia's graceful orders join, 
Miyestie through the mix'd design : 
The secret builder knew to choose 
Each sphere-found gem of richest hues i 
Wbate'er heaven's purer mould contaiai» 
When nearer suus emblaze its veins; 
There on the walls the Patriot's sight 
Hay ever hang with fresh delight. 
And, graved with some prophetic rage. 
Bead Albion's fame through every agt. 

Ye forms divine, ye laureate band. 
That near her inmost altar stand ! ' 
Now soothe her, to her blissful train ' 
Blithe Concord's social form to gain : 
Concord, whose myrtle wand can steep 
E'en Anger's blood shot eyes in sleep i 
Before whose breathing bosom's balm. 
Rage drops his steel, and storms grow calm 
Here let our sires and matrons hoar 
Welcome to Britain's ravaged shore % 



TO A LADY. 

Our yoathft, enamoar'd of the f«lf» 
Play with the tangles of her hair. 
Till, in one loUd ftpplaading aoand. 
The nations shout (o her around, 
' Oh how supremely art thou blest ! 
Thou, lady— thuu shalt rule the West \* 
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TO A LADY, 

Om the heiahof Colonel Charlet tUm, i» III 
AcHon at FonUnoy 

Writtea May, lT4a. 

While Jost to all his former mirth, 
Britannia's genius bends to earth. 

And mourns the fatal day ; 
While stain'd wiih blood he strides to l«M« 
Unseemly, from his sea green hair 

The wreaths of cheerful May : 
The thoughu which musing Pity pays. 
And fond Remembrance loves to raiae> 

Your faithful hours attend : 
Still Fancy, lo herself unkind. 
Awakes to grief the soften'd mindi 

And points the bleeding friend. 
By rapid Scheldt's descending wave 
His country's vows shall bless the gravt 

Where'er the youth is laid: 
That aacred spot the village hind i 

With every sweetest turf shall biad. 

And Peace protect the shade. 
O'er him, whose doom thy virtues grievtfy 
Aerial forms shall sit at eve. 

And bend the pensive head ! 
C3 



TO A LADY. 

And, fairn to save hU injured 

Imperial Honour't awful hand 

Shall point his lonely bod ! 

The warlike dead of every age« 
Who fill the fair recording page* 

Shall leave their sainted rest} 
And, half reclining on hie 8pear> 
Bach wondering chief by tnmt appetf. 

To hail the blooming guest 

Old Edward's sons, unknown to yield* 
Shall crowd fVom Cressy's lanrellM tttHip 

And gaze with fik'd delight : 
Again for Britain^s wrongs they feel* 
Again they snatch the gleamy steeli 

And wish th' avenging fi|^t. 

But lo, where, sunk in ileep despairi 
Her garments torn, her bosom beiei 

Impatient Freedom lies ! 
Her matted tresses madly spread. 
To every sod which wrapi the dead 

She turns her joyless eyes. 

Ke'er shall she leave that lowly gfoaad 
Till notes of triumph bursting round 

Proclaim her reign restored : 
Till William seek the sad retreat* 
And bleeding at her sacred feet, 

Present the sated sword. 

If, weak to soothe so soft k heart. 
These pictured glories nought impart^ 

To dry thy constant tear : 
If yet, in Sorrow's distant eye. 
Exposed and pale thou see^st him lie* 

Wild War insulting hear • 



TO EVBNIKG. 

Whffre'er from time tbou court'st i«lMf> 
The Mate nhall siill, with social £ric f» 

Her gentlest promise ke^: 
B'en humble Harting's cottaged yal» 
Shall leara the sad repeated tale. 

And bid her shepherds weep. 



:if.ir 
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TO EVENING. 



It aught of oaten stop, or pastoral songy 
|c ^' ■ If ay hope, chaste Eve, to soothe thy modeit ttf 

Like thy own solemn springs^ 
(' Thy springs, and dying gales; 

njrmph reserved ! white now the bright-haii^d Mm 
fists in yon western tent, whose dondy skirts. 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'erfaang his wavy bed : — 
Now air is hush'd> save where the weak-eyed bat 
With short shrill shriek flits by tni leaxhetft wing; 

Or where the beetle winds 

His small but sullen hom> * 
As eft he rises 'midst the twilight path. 
Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hmnt 

Now teach me, maid composed. 

To breathe some softea'd stndn. 
Whose numbers, stealing through thy dark^dng vilth 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit. 

As, musing slow, I hail 

Thy genial loved return! 
For when thy folding-star arising shews 
Sit paly cirdet, at his warning lamp 
; The tragrant hours, and elvw 

Who tlepi iA budt the dajy 



86 TO PEACB. 

And many a nymph who wreathes her brows witli Mdg^ 
And sheda the frcrshenrng dew, and, )ovelier atfU, 

I The pensive Pleasures sweet, 
^C ; Prepare thy shadowy car . 

Then let me rove spme wild and heathy acene^^ 
Or find some ruin 'midst its dreary delfs. 

Whose walls more awful nod 

By thy religious gleams. 
Or, if chill blust'ring winds, or driving rain. 
Prevent my willing feet, be mine the hut. 

That, from the motintain's side, 

Views wilds and swelling floods. 
And hamlets brown, and dim-discover'd spires. 
And hears their simple bell, and marks o'er i^l 
« ) Thy dewy fingers draw 

'^ The graJJuafcIus^y veil. 

While Spring shall pour his showers* as oft he w<mt» 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve ! 

While^Summer loves to apott 

Beneath thy lingering light : 
While sallow Autumn fills thy lap with leates j 
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous ahr, 

Afifnght<( thy shrinking train", ~ 

And rudely rends thy robes : 
80 long, regardful of thy quiet rule. 
Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Pmm, 

Thy gentlest influence own. 

And love thy favourite name ! 



TO PEACE. 
O THOU ! who badest thy turtles beer 
8wift from his grasp thy golden hair,^ 
And sought'st thy native skies ^ 



THB MANNERS. 

When War, by vliltures drawn from fir. 
To Britain bent his iron car. 
And bade hit storms aristf! 

Tired of bis mde tyrannic sway. 
Our youth shall fix some festive day. 

His sullen shrines to bam : 
But thou, who hear'st the turning spherei. 
What sounds may charm thy partial ears. 

And gain thy blest return ! 

/O Peace ! thy injur'd robes np-bindf 
/ O rise, and leave not one behind 
Of all thy beamy train : 
The British lion, godd«ss sw^et. 
Lies stretch'd on etfrth to kiss thy feM» 
And own thy holier reign. 

Let others court^thy tnmsient smile. 
But come to grace tbjMHrestem isle, 
'By warlike Honour led ; ~ ~~ 
And, while around her ports rejoice. 
While all her sons adore thy choice. 
With him for ever wed ! 



THB MANNERS. 

^ABEWELL,for clearer ken deaign*d, 
The dim-discover'd tracts of mind ; 
Truths which, from action's paths retired. 
My silent search in vain required ! 
No more my sail that deep explores. 
No more I search those magic shores. 
What regions part the world of soul. 
Or whence thy streams^ Opinion^ toll: 



S8 THB MANNBU. 

U o^r I To«ttd such fairy field, 

fekmie power irap«rt the spear iuid tkidUU 

At which the wisard Paasiont fly. 

By which the giaut Folliee die ! ' 

Paiewell the porch, whose roof is teen^ 
Arch'd with th' enlivening olive's greeftt 
Where Science^ prank'd in tissued vast^ 
By Reason, Pride, and Fancy drest. 
Comes like a bride, so trim array'd, 
t'o wed with Doubt in Plato's shade! 

Youth of the quick uncheated sight. 
Thy walks. Observance, more invite ! 
O thou, who lov'st that ampler range* 
Where life's wide prospects round thee 
And, with her mingled sons allied, 
Throw'st the ptattling page aside, 
1*0 me in converse sweet impart. 
To read in man the native heart. 
To learn, where Science wtt is fott&d> 
From Nature as she lives aroiknd t 
And, gazing oft her mirror true. 
By ttttns each shifting image view ! 
Till meddling Art's officious lore 
Reverse the lessons taught before { 
Alluring from a safer rule, 
. To dream in her enchanted school ; 
/ Then, Heav'n, whate'er of great we botil^ 
' Hast Uesllhis social science mott. 

Retiring hence to thoughtful celU 
As Fancy breathes her potent spell* 
Not vain she finds the charmfai task> 
In pageant quaint, in motley mask; 
Behold, before her musing eyes 
The eonntltfss Manners round her Hea^ 



THE MANNERS. 

While, e^er yarying as they pass. 

To some Contempt applies her glass : 

With these the white-rob'd maids < 

And those the laughing Satyrs join ! 

But who is he whom now she views. 

In robe of wild contending hues f 

Thoa by the Passions nursed ; I greet 

The comic sock that binds thy feet! 

O Humour, thou whose name is known 

To Britain's favoured isle alone : 

Me too amidst thy band admit ; 

There wh6re the young eyed healthfol \Wlt 

(Whose jewels in his crisped hair 

Are placed each other's beams to share)# 

Whom no delights from thee divide 

\ Ih laughter loosed, attends thy side ! 

' By old Miletus,* who so long 
Has ceased his love>in woven song ; 
By all you taught the Tuscan maids. 
In changed Italia's modem shades ; 
By him,t whose knight's distinguish'd Btme, 
Refin'd a nation's lust of fame ; 
Whose tales e'en now, with echoes sweet, 
Castilia's Moorish hills repeat : 
Or him.! whom Seine's blue nymphs depl<lr«. 
In w fctche t weeds, on Gallik's shore } 
Who drew the sad Sicilian maid. 
By virtues in her sire betray'd t 

O Nature boon, from whom proceed 
Each forceful thought, each ph>mpted deed ) 
If but from thee I hope to feel. 
On all my heart imprint thy seal ! 

• AllBdtaff to Um Milcdan Tales, mm of the etrUol mmsiiri, 
^ „ . » Ctfrranicc 

1 MoDdevr U Safe, Mtbor at the^inconparable AdreMans ef 
OH Bktt de SmUUsm, who died in Park to the year lt«. 



THK PA.S5ION8. 

Let loiiie retreating Oynic find 

Those oft-turn'd Bcrollt I leave behinil} 

Hie Sport* and I this hoar agree. 

To roVte thy scene-full world with thM ! 



THE PASSIONS. 



AKODE FOK MUSIC. 



(V^ 



<^^uv^; 
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When Music, heavenly maid, was yoiia|» '^^ , J 

While yet in early Greece she sung, ts ^M-^ ^ 

The Passions oft, to hear her shell, . " 

Throng'd around her magic cell. 

Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 

Possest beyond the Muse's painting; 

By turns they felt the glowing mind 

Disturbed, delighted, raised, refined i 

^ill once, 'lis said, when all wer» fired« 

Fiird with fury, rapt, inspired. 

From the supporting myrtles round 

They snatch 'd her instruments of aouadf 

And, as they oft had heard apart 

Sweet lessons of her forceful art, 

&cb, for Madness ruled the hour. 

Would prove his own expressive power. 

First Fear^is hand, its skill to try, 
' Amlcr the chords bewildered laid, 
/ And back recoil'd, he knew not why. 
E'en at tb/ sound himself had mitde. 

Next Anger rush'd, his eyes on fire. 
In lightnings own'd his secret stings^ 

In one rude clash he struck the lyre, 
Atod swept with hurried hand the string^ 



Ov> 
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With woeful measures wan Despair— 
Low eolemn souods his grief beguiled^ 

A •uljcn, strauge, and mingled air, 
^was sad by fits, by starts 'twas wild. 

Bat thou, O Hope ! with eyes so fair. 
What was thy delighted measure? 
Still it whisper'd promised pleasure. 
And bade the lovely scenes at distance hail ! 

Still would her touch the strain prolong. 
And from the rocks, the woods, the v«le. 
She caird on Echo still through all the song; 
And where her sweetest theme ehe chose, 
A soft responsive voice was heard at every doM* 
And Hope enchanted smiled, and waved her golden 
* hair. 

And longer had she sung, — ^but, with a frown. 

Revenge impatient rose ; 
He threw his blood- stain'd sword in thunder down; 

And, with a withering look. 

The war-denouncing trumpet took. 
And blew a blast so loud and dread. 
Were ne'er prophetic sounds so full of woe ! 

And ever and anon he beat 

Tiie doubling drum with furious heat ; 
And' though sometimes, each dreary pause betwMB» 

Dejected Pity, at his side. 

Her soul-subduing voice applied. 
Yet still he kept his wild unalter'd mien. 
While each strain'd ball of sight seem'd bursting from 
his head. 

Thy nambers. Jealousy, to nought were fix'd. 

Sad proof of thy distressful state! 
Of differing themes the veering song was mix'd. 

And now it courted Love, now raving call'd on H«t«. 

d 



m THE PASSIONS. 

With eyes npraued, m one iBSpind^ 
Pale Melancholy sat retired ; 
And from her wild seqaester'd seat. 
In notes by distance made more sweety 
Ponr'd through the mellow horn her pensive soal t 

And, dashing soft from rocks aroondy 

Babbling runnels join'd the sound ; 
Through glades and glooms ^e mingled measure ■tde^ 
Or o'er some haunted streams with fond delay* 

Round an holy calm diffusing, 

Love of peace and lonely musing. 
In hollow 'murmurs died away. 

But O ! how alter'd was its spriphtller tone ! 
When Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthiest hue. 

Her bow across her shoulders flung. 
Her buskins g«mm*d with mmtniag dew. 

Blew an inspiring air that dale and thicket mnf; 
The hunter's call, to Faun and Dryad known. 
The oak-crown 'd Sisters, and their chatte-eyed QoMa^ 
Satyrs and Sylvan boys were seen. 
Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 
Brown Exercise rejoiced to hear. 
And Sport leapt up, and seised his beeehen ipew. 

Last came Joy's ecstatic trial ; 

He with vain crown advancing. 
First to the lively pipe his hand addrest; 
But soon he saw tho brisk awakening viol. 
Whose sweet entrancing voice he loved the best 
They would have thought who heard the strain^ 
They saw in Tempe's vale her native maids. 
Amidst the festal sounding shades. 
To some unwearied minstrel dancing ; 
I While, as his flying fingers kiss'd the strings, 
I Love framed with Mirth a gay fantastic round ; 
Loose were her tresses seea> her wme nabowid ; 
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/ And he, amidst ]\\» frolic ptay» 

As if be would the charming iir repay^ 
Shook thousand odours from his dewy wiafl. 
O Music! sphere-descended maid. 
Friend of Pleasure, Wisdom's aid ! 
Why, goddess, why, to us denied, 
Lay'st thou thy ancient lyre aside? 
As, m that loved' ^ftthenian bower. 
You learn'd an all-commanding power. 
Thy mimic soul, O nymph endear'd I 
Can well recall what then it heard. 
Where is thy native simple heart. 
Devote to Virtue, Fancy, Art? 
Arise, as in that elder time. 
Warm, energetic, chaste, sublime ! 
Thy wonders, in that god like age, 
Fitt thy recording Sister's page — 
'Tis said, and 1 believe the tale. 
Thy humblest reed could more prevail. 
Had more of strength, diviner rage, 
T Tian.a ll which charm9 this laggard ago^ 
E*en ail at once together found 
Cecilia's mingled world of sounds 
O bid our vain endeavours cei^e, 
Revive the just designs of Greece : 
Return in all thy simple state ! 
Confirm the tales her sons relate I 



AN EPISTLE, 

ADDRESSED TO SIR THOMAS HANUBR, 

On his Edition of Shaktpear^t Worht. 

Whilb, bom to bring the Muse's happier dayi, 
A pmtrior's hand protects a poet's lays, 
.B 
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While naraed by yoc she sees her myrtles bloom 
Green and unwiiher'd o'er his hononr'd tomb ; 
Excase her doubts, if yet she fears to tell 
What secret transports in her bosom swell : 
With conscious am'e she hears the critic's fame. 
And blushing hides her wreath at Shakspeare's i 
Hard was the lot those injured strains endured, 
Unown'd by Science, and by years obscured : 
Fair Fancy wept ; and echoing sighs confess'd 
A fiat despair in every tuneful breast. 
Not with more grief th' afflicted swains appear. 
When wintry winds deform the plenteous year; 
When lingering frosts the ruiu'd seats invade. 
Where Peace resorted, and the Graces play'd. 

Each rising art by just gradation moves. 
Toil builds on toil, and age on age improves: 
The Muse alone unequal dealt her rage. 
And graced with noblest pomp her earliest stage. 
Preserved through time, the speaking scenes impart 
Each changeful wish of Pbaodra's tortured heart: 
Or paint the curse that mark'd the *Theban'8 reign, 
A bed incestuous, and a father slain. 
With kind concern our pitying eyes o'erflow. 
Trace the sad tale, and own another's woe. 

To Rome removed, with wit secure to pleaae. 
The comic sisters kept their native ease : 
With jealous fear declining Greece beheld 
Her owa Menander's art almost excell'd! 
But every Mu«e essay'd to raise in vain 
Some labour'd rival of her tragic strain ; 
Ilyssus' laurels, though transferr'd with toil, 
Droop'd their fair leaves, nor knew th' unfriendly toil. 

As Arts expired, resistless Bulness rose; 
Goths, pziesU, or Vandals,— all were Learning's foes. 
• The tEdlpw of Sophodai. 



SIR THOMAS HANMER. 

Till* Jvlins first recaU'd each exiled maid. 
And Cosmo owp'd ihcm in th' Etrurian shade : 
Then deeply skill'd in Love's engaging theme. 
The soft Provencal pass'd to Amo's stream : 
With graceful ease the wanton lyre he strong. 
Sweet flow'd the lays— but love was all he sung. 
The gay description could not fail to move | 
For, led by Nature, all are friends to love. 

But Heaven, still various in its works, decreed 
The perfect boast of time should last succeed. 
The beauteous union must appear at length. 
Of Tuscan fancy, and Athenian strength : 
One greater Muse Bliza's reign adorn. 
And e'en a Shakspeare to her fame be bom I 

Yet, ah ! so bright her morning's opening ray. 
In vain our Britain hoped an equal day ! 
No second growth the western isle could bear. 
At once exhausted with too rich a year. 
Too nicely Jonson knew the critic's part; 
Nature in him was almost lost in art. 
Of softer mould the gentle Fletcher came. 
The next in order, as the next in name. 
With pleas'd attention 'midst his scenes we find 
Each glowing thought that warms the female 
Each melting sigh, and every lender tear. 
The lover's wishes, and the virgin's fear. 
Hist every strain the Smiles and Graces own : 
But stronger Shakspeare felt for man alone : 
Brawn by his pen, our ruder passions stand 
Th' nnrivall'd picture of his early hand. 

tWith gradual steps, and slow, exacter France 
Saw Art's fair empire o'er her shores advance : 

• JsHw II. the Immediate predecemer of Lee X. 
1 1 iieir chfcracten are thus dhting uislicd by Mr. Dnrden. 
tAbovt Uie time of Sbakspeare, the poet Hardy was in irreat rspals 
la naaco. He wrote, acconttnr to Fontcnelle, aix bandred Itmya. 
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By leogth of toil a bright perfection Vnew, 
Correctly bold, and jast in all she drew; 
Till late Comeille, with •Lacan's spirit fired. 
Breathed the free strain, as Rome and he inipind i 
And clastic Judgment gain'd to sweet Racine 
The temperate strength of Maro's chaster line. 

Bnt wilder far the British laurel spread. 
And wreaths less artful crown our poet's head. 
Yet he alone to every scene could give 
Th' historian's tmth, and bid the manners lire. 
Waked at his call, I view with glad surprise 
Majestic forms of mighty monarchs rite. 
There Henry's trumpets spread their loud alarmt. 
And lanreU'd Conquest waits her hero's arms. . 
Here gentle Edward claims a pitying sigh. 
Scarce born to honours, and so soon to die I 
Yet shall thy throne, unhappy infant I bring 
No beam of comfort to the guilty king : 
Thet time shall come, when Glo'ster's heart shall Uati 
In life's last hours, with horror of the deed : 
When dreary visions shall at last present 
Thy vengeful imi^e in the midnight tent; 
Thy hand unseen the secret death shall bear. 
Blunt the weak tword, and break th' opprettive tpMT. 

Where'er we turn, by Fancy charm'd, we find 

Somo tweet illusion of the cheated mind. 

Oft, wild of wing, she calls the soul to rove 

With humbler Nature in the rural grove; 

Where swains contented own the quiet scene. 

And twilight fairies tread the circled green : 

Bress'd by her hand the woods aud valleys smile. 

And spring diffusive decks th' enchanted isle. 

The French poett after him applied tbemMlvcs tn renenl tofbe eoib 
net Improveuient of the Ma«e. which wu ninoat tntolly dtetni^ti 
by thoM of our own country, Joanon excepted. 

• The favourite author of the eWw Comdlle. 
f Tenpnt erit Tumo, maguo eiux optarcrU trnptuni 
latactum Pallaota. &c. 
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O more than all in powerful genius' b1est» 
Come, take thine empire o'er the willing breast! 
Whate'er the wounds this youthful heart shall feel. 
Thy songs support me, and thy morals heal ! 
There every thought the poet's warmth may raise. 
There native music dwells in all the lays. 
Oh, might some verse with happiest skill pertaade 
Expressive Picture to adopt thine aid ! 
What wondrous draughts might rise from every page 
What other Raphaels charm a distant age ! 

Methinks e'en now I view some free design* 
Where breathing Nature lives in every line: 
Chaste and subdued the modest lights decay. 
Steal into shades, and mildly melc away. 
^And see, where *Aatony, in tears approved. 
Guards the pale relics of the chief he loved : 
O'er the cold corse the warrior seems to bend. 
Deep sunk in grief, and monms his mnrder'd friend! 
Still as they press he calls on all around. 
Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding wound. 

But who ti> he, whose brows exalted bear 
A wrath impatient, and a fiercer air ? 
Awake to all that injured worth can feel. 
On his own Rome he turns th' avenging steel: 
Yet shall not war's insatiate fury fall 
(So Heaven ordains it) on the destin'd wall. 
See the fond mother, 'mi^t the plaintive train. 
Hang on his knees, and prostrate on the plain! 
Touched to the aocl, in vain he st-rives to hide 
The son's affection in the Roman's pride : 
O'er all the man conflicting passions rise, 
Rage grasps the sword, while Pity melts the eyea. 

Thus, generous Critic, as thy bard inspires. 

The sister Arts shall nurse their droopii^ fireej 

* See the uairedy of Jullu Caeser. 
t CorMatw. Kee Mr. SpcnrciB diaiogee on the Odyaaer* 
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Each from hi« scenes her stores alternate hnai$. 
Blend the fair tints, or wake the vocal string : 
Tboae Sibyl -leaves, the sport of every wind 
(For poets ever were a careless kind). 
By thee disposed, no farther toil demand. 
Bat, just to Nature, own thy forming band. 

So spread o'er Greece, th' harmonious whole Wi« 
known. 
Even Homer's numbers cbarm'd by parts alone. 
Their own Ulysses scarce had wander'd more. 
By winds and waters cast on every shore : 
When, rais'd by Fate, some former Hanmer joiaM 
Each beauteous image of the boundless mind : 
And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim 
A fond alliance with the Poet's name. 



DIRGE IN CYMBELINE. 

Btmg iy Guidenu and Arwragna oovr fMti»» 
$uppo»ed to he dsad. 

To fair Fidele's grassy tomb 

Soft maids and village hinds shall briaf 
Each opening sweet, of earliest bloom. 

And rifle all the breathing Spring. 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To vex with shrieks this quiet groTt ; 

But shepherd lads assemble here. 
And melting virgins own their love. 

No arlther'd witch shall here be seen. 
No goblins lead their nightly crew ; 

The female fays shall haunt the green. 
And dress thy grave with pearly dew! 



OV THE DEATH OF THOMSON. 

The red-breut oft at evening honn 
Shall kindly lend his little aid» 

With hoary moss, and gatlier'd flowers* 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beatii^ rain. 
In tempests shake *Kft ■yiYiff «"*"; 

Or midst the chase» on every plain. 
The tender thought on thee shall dwells 

Each lonely scene shall thee rettove ; 

For thee the tear be duly shed ; 
Beloved, till life can charm nn more ; 

And moom'd, till Pity's self be dwut 



ODE 



THE DEATH OF MR. THOMSON. 

Tk§ Seen* of thefoUowimg SiamMoe i$wnpptmi i 
lie im the Thamett neair R kkme m d , 



In yonder grave a Druid lies. 

Where slowly winds the stealing wava 1 
The year's best sweets shall duUrous rise* 

To deck its poet's sylvan grave ! 

In yon deep bed oi whisp'ring reeds^ 
His airy harp* shall now be laid ; 

That he, whoso heart in sorrow bleeds. 
May love through life the soothing shade. 

• Tbe hup of Sotut, of which we a de 
Um Owtle of ludoloDcS. 
D 



• ON TUB BEilTH OP THOMSOlf. 

III. 

Then maids and yoaths thall linger hem 
And while iu sounds at distance twdl* 

Shall Mdly seem in Pity's ear 

To heK the vpodland pilgrin&'t kaeiL 

IV. 
Remembrance oft shall haunt the shore 

When Thames in summer wreaths is dlMt) 
And oft suspend the dashing oar 
To bid his gentle spirit rest ! 

V. 
And oft as Ease and Health retire 

To breezy lawn, or forest deep. 
The friend shall view yon whiteningt ipim» 

And 'mid the varied landscape weep. 

VI. 
Bat Ihau, who own'st that earthly b«d» 

Ah 1 what will every dirge avail ! 
Ov tears which Love and Pity shed. 

That moom t>eneath the gliding sail ) 

VII. 
Tet lives there one, whose heedless eye 

Shall scorn thy pale shrine glirom'ring A6w; 
With him, sweet bard, may Fancy die. 

And Joy desert the blooming year. 

viri7^ 

( But thou, lorn stream, whose sullen tide 
') No sedgecrown'd sisters now attend, 
r Vow wai^t me from the green hill's side, 
\ Whoee cold turf hides the buried fri«i4 1 



ON THE DEATH OF THOMSON. 

IX. 

And we, the fairy vmlleys fade» 
B«B Night has veii'd the ■oleouiTiewt 

Yet ooee again » dear parted shade* 
Meek Natare^s child, again adieu I 

X. 

*The genial meads, assign'd to bless 
Thy life, shall mourn thy early doom I 

There hinds and shepherd girls shall dreia 
With simple hands thy rural tomb. 

XI. 
Long* lonf , thy stone and pointed clay 

Shall melt the musii^ Briton's eyes : 
' O vales, and wild woods!' shall he say* 

' In yonder grave your Druid lien !' 



VERSES 
WfHiem on « Paper tthich ea$tkrimsd a Pwm 
of Bridecake, 
Ye enrioos hands, that, hid from vulgar eyes. 

By search profane shall find this hallow'd cake. 
With virtue's awe forbear the sacred prise. 

Nor dare a theft for love and pity's sake • 
This precious relic, form'd by magic power. 

Beneath the shepherd's haunted pillow laid. 
Was meant by love to charm the silent hour. 

The secret present of a matchless maid. 
The Cyprian queen, at Hymen's fond request^ 

Each nice ingredient chose with happiest art; 
F«ars, sighs, and wishes of th' enamour'd breast. 

And pains that please, are miat in every part. 

• Mr, ThMBMn reddifd io the netf hboarhood of KlebiMarf 
aume ttaw bsfS»i« Mi dm 
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With TMy hand the spicy fruit she broaght. 
From Paphian hills, and fair Cytherea's isle ; 

And tempered sweet with these the meUing thoaght» 
The kiss ambrosial, and the yielding smile. 

Ambiguous looks, that scorn and yet relent. 
Denials mild, and firm unaltcrM trtith ; 

Reluctant pride, and amorous faint consent. 
And meeting ardours, and exulting youth. 

Sleep, wayward god ! hath sworn, while these nmaAa, 
With flactering dreams to dry his nightly tear. 

And cheerful Hope, so oft invoked in vain. 
With fairy songs shall sooth his pensive ear. 

If, bound by vows to Friendship's gentle side 
And fond of soul, thou hop'st an equal graee. 

If youth or maid thy joys and griefs divide, 
O, much entreated, leave this fatal place ! 

Sweet Peace, who long hath shunn'd my plaintive Uy^ 
Conscnu at length to bring me short delight ; 

Thy careless steps may scare her doves away. 
And grief with raven note usurp the night. 



AN ODE 



OH THE POPULAR SUPERSTITIONS OF THB 
HIGHLANDS OF SCOTLAND. 

I. 

Home ! thou retum'st from Tbames,whose Naiads long 
Have seen thee lingering with a fond delay. 
Mid those soft friends, whose hearts some future day 

Shall melt, perhaps, to hear thy tragic song. 



or THE SCOTS' HIGHLANDS. AS 

Oo» not nnmlndfiil of that cordial youth,* 

Whom, long endear'd, thoa leav'at by Lavant't aide; 
Togetlier let us with him lasting truth. 

And joy untainted, with his destin'd bride. 
Go! nor regardless, while these numbers boast 

My short lived bliss, forget my social name ; 
Bat think, far off, how, on the southern coast> 

I met thy friendship with an equal flame ! 
Fresh to that soil thou turn^t, where ev'ry vale 

Shall prompt the poet, and his song demand t 
To thee thy copious subjects ne'er shall fail ; 

Thou need'st but take thy pencil to thy hand^ 

And paint what all believe, who own thy genial land 

II. 
There must thou wake perforce thy Doric quill ; 

^is Fancy's land to which thou sett'st thy fe«t; 

Where still, 'tis said, the fairy people meet. 
Beneath each birken shade, on mead or hill. 

{There each trim lass, that skims ihe milky store. 
To the swart tribes their creamy bowls allots ; 
By night they sip it romid the cottage-door. 

While airy minstrels warble jocund notes. 
There, every herd, by sad experience, knows 

How, wing'd with Fate, their elf-shot arrows fly. 
When the sick ewe her summer food foregoes. 

Or, stretch'd on earth, the heart smit heifers lie. 
Such airy beings awe th* untutor'd swain : [neglect t 

Nor thou, though learn *d, his homelier thoi^^htt 
Let thy sweet muse the rural faith sustain ; 

These are the themes of simple, sure effect. 
That add new conquests to her boundless reign. 
And fill, with double force, her heart^ommandiag 
strain. 

• A gantlMnsn of Ihe bssm of Bsrrow, who iatrsdasei 
H«BotoOoUlM. 



V. 



M OV THE 8UPERSTmOK8 

III. 

E'en yet prescired, how often may'tt thon htMp 
Where to the pole the Boreal mouitaiiui vm. 
Taught by the father to bis list'niiig Mm, 

Strange laya, whoae power had charm'd a Speoaer'tMi'. 

At ev'ry pause » before thy mind poeaest. 
Old Runic barde shall seem to rite around* 

With uncouth lyree» in many>colonr'd vest* 
Their matted hair with bought fantastic erown'd t 

Whether thon bidd'st the welUtangbt hind repeat 
The choral dirge, that mourns tome chieftain brttve» 

When ev'ry shrieking maid her bosom beat. 

And strew'd with choicest herbs his scented graTt; 

Or whether, sitting in the shepherd's shiel,* 
Thon hear'st some sounding tale of war's alanaa; 

When at the bugle's call, with fire and steel. 
The sturdy clans pour'd forth their brawny swams^ 
And hostile brothers met to prove each others' anm^ 

IV. 

'TIS thine, to sing, how, framing hideona spells. 
In Sky's lone isle, the gifted wisard-seer. 
Lodged in the wintry cave, with Fate's fell spew 

Or in the depth of Uist's dark forest dwells: 
How they, whose sight such dreary dreams eagrois. 

With their own visions oft astonish'd droop'd* 
When, o'er the wat'ry strath or quaggy mosa. 

They see the gliding ghosts' unbodied troop ; 
Or, if in sports, or on the festive green. 

Their destined glance some fated youth descry^ 
Who now, perhaps, in lusty vigour seen. 

And rosy heiJth, shall soon lamented die, 

ttdr iscks la Um warn muaa, wkts Um 



OF THE SCOTS' HIGHLANDS. i 

For them the viewless forms of air obey. 
Their bidding heed, and at their beck repair: 

Thejr know what spirit brews the storiofal day» 
And heartless, oft like moody madness, stare 
To M* the phantom train their tecrel work picpwt^ 



' Or OB some bellying rock that shades the deep^ 
'They view the lurid signs that cross the sky, 

* Where, in the west, the brooding tempests lie : 

' And hear their first, faint, rustling pennons sweqt. 
' Or in the arched cave, where deep and dark 

' The broad, unbroken billows heave aud swell* 
' In horrid musings wrapt, they sit to mark 

' The lab'ring moon i or list the nightly yell 
'Of that dread spirit, whose gigantic form 

* The seer's entranced eye can well survey* 
'Through the dim air who guides the driving storm, 

' And points the wretched bark its destined prey. 
* Or him who hovers on his flagging wing 

* O'er the dire whirlpool, that, in ocean's waste* 
' Draws instant down whatever devoted thing 

^ The failing breeze within its reach hath placed— 
'The di*tAnt ieaman hears, and flies with trembUng 
h«8te. 

VI. 

' Or, !f db land the fiend exerts his sway, 
' tiileiit he broods o'er quicksand, bog, or tth, 
' Far fritm the sheltMng roof and haunts of men* 
h When Witched darkne«t shuU the eye of day, 
/ ' And shrodds each star that wont to cheer the night; 
' Or, if the drifted snow perplex the #ay, 

'With treach'roug gleam he lures the fated Wight* 
*MM l^i4s him lloiUtd'ring on imd quite Mtfty.* 



flB ON THE SUPERSTITIONS 

TIL 
To monarcbs dear, tome hundred miles Mtr«y« 

Oft have they seen Fate give the fatal blow ! 

The Seer, in Sky, shriek'd as the blood did flow. 
When headless Charles warm on the scaffold lay ! 
As Boreas threw her young Aarora forth. 

In the first year of the first George's reign. 
And battles raged in welkin of the North, 

They moum'd in air, fell, fell rebellion slain! 
And as, of Ute, they joy'd in Preston's fight. 

Saw, at sad Falkirk, all their hopes near crownM I 
They raved ' divining, through their second sigut. 

Pale, red Culloden, where these hopes were drown'dl 
ninstrious William! Britain's guardian name! 

One William saved us from a Tyrant's stroke ; 
He, for a sceptre, gaiu'd heroic fame, 
/ But thou, more glorious. Slavery's chain hast broke. 
To reign a private man, and bow to Freedom*! yoke I 

VIII. 

1 These, too, thoult sing ! for well thy magic muse 
Can to the topmost heaven of grandeur soar ; 
I Or stoop to wall the swain that is no more I 
Ah, homely swains ! your homeward steps ne'er Iom; 

Let not dank Will mislead yon to the heath ; 
Dancing in marky night, o'er fen and lake. 

He glows, to draw yoa downward to your death. 
In his bewitch'd, low, marshy, willow brake ! 
What though far off, from some dark dell espied, 

Ulft glimmering mazes cheer th' excursive sighl. 
Yet turn, ye wanderers, turn your strps a»ide. 

Nor trust the guidance of that faithless. light ; 
For watchful, lurking, mid th' unrustliug reed. 

At those murk honra the wily monster lies. 
And listens oft to hear the passing stend, 
' And frequent round him rolls his sallen eyes, [priM, 
If chance his aarage wrath may some week wietch ■»> 
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IX. 

Ahp Incklew swain ! o'er all nnbleat, indeed ! 
Whom late bewilder'd in the dank, dark fen» 
Far from hit flocks, and smoking hamlet, then 
To that sad spot where hums the s edgy w eed : 
On him, enraged, the Send, inangry mo63. 
Shall never look with pity's kind concern* 

Bat instant, furious, raise the whelming flood 
O'er iu drown'd banks, forbidding all return ! 

Or, if he meditate his wtsh'd escape. 
To some dim hill that seems uprising near* 

To his faint eye, the grim and grisly shape* 
In all his terrors clad, shall wild appear. 

Meantime the wat'ry surge shall round him rise* 
Pour'd sudden forth from ev'ry swelling source 1 

What now remains but tears and hopeless sighs! 
His fear-shook limbs have lost their youthful foice* 
And down the waves he floats, a pide and breathlatl 
corse! 

X. 
For him in vain his anxions wife shall wait. 
Or wander forth to meet him on his way ; 
For him iu vain at to-fall of the day, 
I His babes shall linger M^' unclosing gate I 
I Ah, ne'er shall he return! Alone, if night. 

Her travell'd limbs in broken slumbers steep I 
With drooping willows drest, his mournful sprite 

Shall visit sad, perchance, her silent sleep: 
llien he, perhaps, with moist and wat'ry hand 

Shall fondly seem to press her shudd'ring cheek* 
And with his blue-swoln face before her stand. 

And, shiv'ring cold, these piteous accents speak : 
'Pursue, dear wife, thy daily toils, pursue* 
• At dawn or dusk, industrious as before ; 
Nor e*6r of me one helpless thooght venew* 

©a e 
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While I lie welt'ring on the osier'd thore, [mon I 
Diown'd by the KelpieV wrath, nor e*er shall aid thee 

XI. 

Unbounded is thy range ; with varied skill [spring 
Thy Muse may, like those feath'ry tribes which 
From their mde rocks, extend her skirting wing 
Roand the moist marge of each cold Hebrid islo p 
T oi l iaih u ai pita WMdi lt m Its wimh ews : 
In whose small vanlts a pigmy-folk is found. 

Whose bones the deWer with his spade upthrows^ 
And culls them, wond'ring, from the halloVd ground! 
Or thither4 where beneath the showVy west. 

The mighty kings of three fair realms are laid : 
Once foes, perhaps, together now they rest, 
Vo slaves revere them, and no wars invade: ' 
' Yet freqnent now, at midnight's solemn hour, 
1 The rifted moands t'Ketr yawning ceHlT anfeld, 
! And forth the monarchs stalk with sov 'reign poVr, 
In pageant robes, and wreath'd with sheeny gold. 
And on their twilight tombs aerial council hold. 

XII. 
But, oh ! o'er all, forget not Kilda's race. 

On whose bleak rocks, which brave the wasting tidei^ 

Fair Nature's daughter, Tirtue,yet abides. 
Oo ! just aa they, their blameless manners tcaea ! 

Then to my ear tiansmit some gentle song. 
Of those whose lives are yet sincere and plain. 

Their bounded walks the rugged eliffs along,i 
And 1^ their prospect but the wintry main. 
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With Aparing temi^'rmnee at the BMdful tiiiM» 
^ey drain the aoented spring : or, hnngery m i i 

Along th' Atlantic rock, andreading, dainb^ 
And of ita egga despoil the soIanV nest. 

Thus, blest in primal innocence they live^ 
Sofficed, and happy with that frugal fare 

Which tasteful toil and houi^y danger giver. 
Hard is their shallow soil, and bleak and bare ; 
Nor ever vernal bee was heard to mnrmnr thertf! 

XIII. 
Nor aeed'st then blush that such false themct i 

Thy gentle mind, of fairer stores posaest ; 

For not alone they t«nich the village breast. 
But fill'd, in elder time, th' his' oric page. 

There, Shaksoear^^self, with «sv'ry garland ciOwm'4» 
Flew to those lairy ctiihes nis fancy sheen. 

In moring hour ; his wayward sisters found. 
And with their terrors drest the magic scene. 

From them he sung, when, 'mid his bold dengn^ 
Before the Scot, aiBkted and aghast! 

The shadowy kings of Banquo's fated line 
Through the dark cave in gleamy pageant past. 

Proceed f nor quit the tales which, simply toI4« 
Could OBce so well my answ'ring bosom pierce s 

Proceed, in forceful sounds, and colour bold. 
The native legends of thy land rehearse : 
To inch adapt thy lyre, and suit thy powerful vent. 

XIV. 
' la secnea like these, which, daring to depart 
From sober truth, are still to Nature true. 
And call forth fresh delight to Fancy's view, 
Th' heroic Hose cmj^oy'd her Tasso'e art ! 
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How have I trembled, when, at Tancred'a stroke^ 
Its gashing blood the gaping cyprcM pour'd ! 

When each live plant with mortal accents spok*. 
And the wild blast upheav'd the vanished sword! 
How have I sat, when piped the pensive wind. 
To hear his harp by British Fairfax strung ! 
Prevailing poet ! whose undoubting mind 
Believ'd the magic wonders which he sung ! 
Hence, at each sound, imagination glows ! 
^ Hence, at each picture, vivid Hfe starts here! 
^ Hence his warm lay with •oftMt sweetness flows! 
; Melting it flows, pure, murm'ring, strong and clear. 
And fills th' impassioned heart, and wins th'harmo- 
nious ear ! 

XV. 

All hail ! ye scenes, that o*er my soul prevail ! 
Ye splendid friths and lakes, which, far away. 
Are by smooth Annan* fiU'd, or past'ral Tay,t 
Or Bon'sf romantic springs, at distance, hail! 
Tht time shall come, when I, perhaps, may tread 

Your lowly glens, o'crhung witii spreading broon ; 
Or o'er your stretching heaths, by Fancy led } 

Or o'er your mountains creep in Hwfiil gloom ? 
Then will I dress once more the faded bower. 

Where Jonson$ sat in Drumroond's classic shade ; 
Or crop, from Tiviotdale, each lyric flower. 

And mourn, on Yarrow's banks, where Willy's laidi 
Meantime, ye powers that on the plains which bor« 
J ^J***** cordial youth, on Lolhian's plains, attend !— 
Where'er Home dwells, on hill, or lowly moor, - 
• To him I love your kind protection leQd, 
J And, touch'd with love like mine, preserve my ab. 
sent friend ! 

4 9mm J^.^. «-Ti* * Thne riven in Scotland. 
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Thomas Gray, the son of Mr. Philip GraT.atcriveber 
of London, was born in Cornhill, November 26, 1716L 
His grammatical education he received at Eton under 
the care of Mr. Antrobus, his mother's brotfier, then 
assistant to Dr. George; and when he left school, in 
1734, entered a pensioner at Peterhonse in Cambridge. 

The transition from the school to the college is, to 
most young scholars, the time from which they date 
their years of manhood, liberty, and happiness; but 
Gray seems to have been very little delighted with 
academical qualifications ; he liked at Cambridge nei- 
ther the mode of life nor the fashion of study, and 
lived sullenly on to the time when his attendance on 
lectures was no longer required. As he intended to 
profess the common law, he took no degree. 

When he bad been at Cambridge about five yean, 
Mr. Horace Walpole, whose friendship he had gained 
at Eton, invited him to travel with him as his con> 
panion. Thev wandered through France into Italy; 
and Gray's < Letters' contain a very pleasing account 
of many parts of their journey. But unequal friend* 
•hips are easily dissolved : at Florence they quarrelled, 
and parted ; and Mr. Walpole is now content to have it 
told that it was by his Uult. If we look, however, 
without prejudice on the world, we shall find that 
men, whose consciousness of their own merit sets them 
above the compliances of servility, are apt enoogb In 
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their tMociftdon with 8ap«riora to watch their own dtg. 
nity with trottblesome and panctilious jeftlouty, and in 
the fenrour of independence to exact that attention 
which they refuse to pay. Part they did, whatever 
was the qaarrel; and the rest of their travels was 
doubtless more unpleasant to them both. Gray con- 
tinued his journey in a manner suitable to his own little 
fortune, with only an occasional servant. . 

He returned to England in September, 1741, and in 
about two months afterwards buried his father, who 
had, by an injudicious waste of money upon a new 
house, so much lessened his fortune, that Gray thought 
himself too poor to study the law. He, therefore, re- 
tired to Cambridge, where he soon after became ba- 
chelor of civil law, and where, without liking the 
place or its inhabitants, or professing to like them, he 
passed, except a short residence at London, the rest 
of his life. 

About this time he was deprived of Mr. West, the 
•on of a chancellor of Ireland, a friend on whom he 
appears to have set a high value, and who deserved 
his esteem by the powers which he shews in his letters, 
and in the ' Ode to May,' which Mr. Mason has pre- 
served, as well as by the sincerity with which, when 
Gray sent him part of ' Agrippina,' a tragedy that he 
bad just begun, he gave an opinion which probably in- 
tercepted the progress of the work, and which the 
judement of every reader will confirm. It was certainly 
no foM to the English stage that ' Agrippina' was never 
finished. 

In this year ( 1742) Gray seems to have applied 
himself seriously to poetry ; for in this year were pro- 
duced the ' Ode to Spring,' bis * Prospect of Eton,' and 
his * Ode to Adversity.' lie began likewise a Latin 
poem, * De Principiis Cogifandi. 

It may be collected from the narrative of Mr. Mason, 
that his first ambition was to have excelled in Latin 
poetry : perhaps it were reasonable to wish that he had 
prosecuted his design ; for, though there is at present 
some embarrassment iu his phrase, and some harshness 
in his lyric numbers, his copiousness of language is 
each as veiy few pouess; and his lines, even wfaea 
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fanpeifeet, discover a writer whom practice would hav« 
made akilful. 

He now lived on at Peterhoase, very little solicitous 
what others did or thought* and cuhivated his mind 
and enlarged his views without any other pnrpofte than 
of improving and amusing himself ; when Mr. Mason, 
being elected fellow of Pembroke Hall, brought him a 
companion who was afterwards to b« hi» editor, and 
whose fondness and fidelity has kindled in him a zeal 
of admiration which cannot be reasonably expected 
from the neutrality of a stranger, and the coldness of 
a critic. 

In his retirement he wrote (1747) an ode on th« 
* Death of Mr. Wal(>ole's Cat ;' and the year afterwards 
attempted a poem, of more importance, on ' Govern- 
ment and Education/ of which the fragments which 
remain have many excellent lines. 

U is next prod uciion ( 1750 ) was his far-famed ' Elegy 
in the Church-yard/ which, finding its way into a 
maeasine, first, I believe, made him known to the 
oublic. 

An invitation from Lady Cobham about this time 

Sive occasion to an odd composition called * A Long 
lory/ which adds little to Grab's character. 
Several of his pieces were published (1753) with 
designs by Mr. Bentley : and that they might in some 
form or other make a book, only one side of each leaf 
was printed. I believe the poems and the plates re- 
commended each other so well, that the whole impres- 
sion was soon bought. This year he lost his mother. 

Some time afterwards (1756) some young men of 
the college, whose chambers were near his, diverted 
themselves wi*h disturbing him by frequent and trou- 
blesome noises, and, as is said, by pranks yet more 
off nsive and contemptuous. This insolence, having 
endured it awhile, he represented to the governor^ of 
the society, among whom, perhaps, he had no friends; 
and, finding his complaint little regarded, removed 
himself to Pembroke Hall. 

In 1757, he published ' The Progress of Poetry, and 
*The Bard,' two compositions at which the readers of 
poetry were at first content to gaze in mate vnawmenL 
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Some that tried them confessed their inability to on- 
derttand them, though Warborton said they were nn* 
derstood as well as the works of Milton and Shak- 
speare, which it is the fashion to admire. Garrick 
wrote a few lines in their praise. Sooie hardy cham- 
pions undertook to rescue them from neglect ; and in 
a short time many were content to be shewn beauties 
which they could not see. 

Gray's reputation was now so high, that after the 
death of Cibber, he had the honour of refusing tfte 
laurel » which was then bestowed on Mr. Whitehead. 

His curiosity, not long after, drew him away from 
Cambridge to a lodging near the Museum, where he 
resided near three years, reading and transcribing; 
and, so £sr as can be discovered, very little affected 
by two odes on • Oblivion* and • Obscurity,' in wbich 
his lyric performances were ridiculed with much con> 
tempt and much ingenuity. 

When the professor of modem history at Cambridge 
died, be was, as be 8ays, 'cockered and spirited up/ 
till he asked it of Lord Dute, who sent him a civil re- 
fusal; aud the place was given to Mr. Brocket, the 
tutor of Sir James Lowther. 

His constitution was weak, and, believing that his 
health was promoted by exercise and change of place, 
he undertook (1765) a journey into Scotland, of which 
his account, so far as it extends, is very curious and 
elegant: for, as his comprehension was ample, his 
enriosity extended to all the works of art, all the ap- 
pearances of nature, and all the monuments of past 
•vents. He naturally contntcted a friendship with 
Dr. Beattie, whom he found a poet, a philosopher, and 
a good man. The Mareschsl College at Aberdeen offered 
him the degree of doctor of laws, which, having omit- 
ted to take it at Cambridge, he thought it decent to 
refuse. 

What he had formerly solicited in vain was at laAC 

f'tven him without solicitation. The professorshipof 
istory became again vacant, and he received (1768) 
an offer of it from the Duke of Grafton. He accepted 
sad reuined it to his death: always designing Iec« 
twea, bat nevw appearing reading them; uneasy at 
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hi» neglect of duty, and appeasing his uneasiness with 
designs of reformation, and witli a resolution which h« 
believed himself to have made of resigning the office^ 
if he found himself unable to discharge it. 

Ill health made another journey necessary, and be 
visited (1769) Westmoreland and Cumberland. He 
that reads his epistolary narration, wishes, that to 
travel, and to tell his travels, had been more of his ens* 
ployment ; but it is by studying at home that we must 
obtain the ability of travelling with intelligence and 
improvement. 

His travels and his studies were now near their end. 
The gout, of which he had sustained many weak at- 
tacks, fell upon his stomach, and, yielding to no medi« 
cines, produced strong convulsions, which (July 30^ 
1771) terminated in death. 

His character I am willing to adopt, as Mr. Masoii 
his d(me, from a letter written to my friend Mr. Boswell 
by the Rev. Mr. Temple, rector of St. Gluvias in Corn* 
wall ; and am as willing as hit warmest well-wisher to 
believe it true. 

' Perhaps he was the most learned man in Burope. 
He was equally acquainted with the elegant and pro- 
found parts of science, and that not. superficially, but 
thoroughly. He knew every branch of history, both 
naturaland civil; had read all the original historians of 
£ngland, France, and Italy; and was a great antiqua- 
rian. Criticism, metaphysics, morals, politics, made 
a principal part of his study ; voyages and travels of all 
sorts were his favourite amusements ; and he had a 
fine taste in painting, prints, architecture, and garden* 
iug. With such a fund of knowledge, his conversation 
must have been equally instructing and entertaining ; 
but he was also a good man, a man of virtue and hu- 
manitv. There is no character without some speck, 
some imperfection ; and I think the greatest defect in 
his was an affectation in delicacy, or rather effeminacv, 
and a visible fastidiousness, or contempt and disdain 
of his inferiors in science. He also had, in some degree^ 
that weakness which di^nsted Voltaire so much in 
Mr Congreve ; though he seemed to value others chiefly 
jMoordiikg to the progreM that they had iaad« ia know 
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ledge, yet he coald not beer to be considered mereW m 
a man of letters ; end, though without birth, or fortoae, 
or etation, his desire was to be looked upon as a private 
indeftendent gentleman, who read for bis amusement. 
Perhaps it may be said. What Minifies so .much know- 
ledge, when it produced so little f Is it )vorth taking 
•o much pains to leave no memnriaU but a few poems f 
But let it be considered that Mr. Gray was to others at 
least innocently employed ; to himself certainly bene- 
ficially. His time passed agreeably: he was every day 
making some new acqui-^ition in science ; his mind was 
enlaq^d, his heart softened, bis virtue strengthened; 
the world and mankind were shewn to him witboat a 
mask ; and he was taught to consider every thing as 
trifling, and unworthy of the attention of a wise man, 
except the pursuit of knowledge and practice of virtue, 
in that state wherein God hath placed us.' 

To this character Mr. Mason has added a more par> 
ticular account of Gray's skill in soology. He has re- 
marked ihi^t Gray's effeminacy was affected most ' be- 
fore those whom he did not wish to please ;' and that 
he is unjuftly charged with making knowledge his sole 
reason of preference, as he paid bis esteem to noma 
whom he did not likewise believe to be good. 

What has occurred to me from the slight inspection 
of his Letters in which my undertaking has engaged 
me is, that his mind had a large grasp ; that his curio- 
sity was tmlimited, and his judgment cultivated ; that 
he was a man likely to love much where he loved at 
all ; but that he was fastidious and hard to please. His 
contempt, however, is often employed where I hope it 
will be approved, upon scepticism and infidelity. Hit 
•hort account of Shaftesbury I will insert. 

< You say you cannot conceive how Lord Shaftesbury 
came to be a philosopher in vogue ; I will tell you ; 
first, he was a lord ; secondly, be was as vain as any of 
his readers; thirdly, men are very prone to believe 
what they do not understand ; fourthly, they will be- 
lieve any thing at all, provided thev are under no obli- 
gation to believe it ; fifthly, they love to take a new 
load, even when that road leads no where ; sixthly, he 
was xeckoned a fine writer, and seems always to mean 



LIFE OP GRAY. €9 

more than he said. Would you have any more reasons f 
A.n interval of above forty years has pretty well de* 
Itro^ed the charm. A dead lord ranks with commoners* 
iranity is no longer interested in the matter; for a new 
road has become an old one/ 

Mr. Mason has added* from his own knowledge, 
that , thoagh G ray was poor, he was not eager of money ; 
and that oat of the little that he had, he was very 
willing to help the necessitous. 

As a writer he had this peculiarity, that he did not 
write his pieces first rudely, and then correct them, but 
laboured every line as it arose in the train of composi« 
tion ; and he had a notion not very peculiar* that ho 
could not write but at certain times, or at happy mo* 



ments; a fantastic foppery, to which my kindness for 
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superior. 



a man of learning and virtue wishes him to have been 



Gray's poetry is now to be considered ; and I hops 
not to be looked on as an enemy to his name, if I con- 
fess that I contemplate it with less pleasure than his life. 

His ode * On Spring' has something poetical, both in 
the language and the thought; but the language is too 
luxuriant, and the thoughts have nothing new. There 
has of late arisen a practice of giving to adjectives de- 
rived from substantives the termination of participles; 
such as the eultwed plain, the daisied bank ; but I was 
sorry to see, in the lines of a scholar like Gray, the 
honied Spring. The morality is natural, but too stale; 
the conclusion is pretty. 

The poem ' On the Cat' was doubtless by its Author 
considered as a trifle ; but it is not a happy trifle. In 
the first stanza, < the azure flowers that blow' shew re- 
solutely a rhyme is sometimes made when it cannot 
easily be found. Selima, the Cat, is called a nymph, 
with some violence both to language and sense ; but 
there is no good use made of it when it is done; for of 
the two lines. 

What feaiale heart can ffold despite 1 
Wbat cai*a avene to Bsb 1 

the first relates merely to the nymph, and the second 
only to the cat. The sixth stanza contains a melan- 
choly truth, that " a favourite has no friend ;' bat the 
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kit fiidi in ft pointed MBtenr^ of no tclfttioM to Iho 
porpoM ; if idlaf pluUrtd hod been gM, the col wooU 
not fiave gone into the water ; and, if oho had, woold 
BOt leM havo been drowned. 

The * Prospect of Eton College' Mfgeets nothing t* 
Gray which every beholder does not equally think and 
feel. His eapplication to fttther Thames, to tell him 
who drivet the hoop or toaeet the hall, it aieleii and 
puerile. Father Thames han no better meane of knowing 
than himself. His epithet * bakon health' is not ele- 
gant; he seems not to understand the word. Gray 
thought his language more poetical as it was more re- 
mote from common use; finding in Dryden 'honey 
redolent of spring,' an evpreosioa that reaches the nt> 
most limits of our language. Gray drove it a little more 
beyond common apprehension, by making ' gales' to be 
'.redolent of joy and youth.' 

Of the ' Ode on Adversity' the hint was at first taken 
from * O Diva, gratum quis regis Antiom :' but Gray 
has excelled his original by the variety of his senti* 
ments, and by their moral application. Of this piece, 
at once poetical and rational, I will not, by slight ob> 
jections, violate the dignity. 

My process has now brought me to the wander^ 
* Wonder of Wonders,' the two Sister Odes, by which, 
though either vulgar ignorance or common sense at 
first untverstUy rejected them, many have been sinca 
persuaded to think themselves delighted. 1 am one of 
those that are willing to be pleased, and thoreforo would 
cladly find the meaning of the first stanza of ' The 
Progress of Poetry.' 

Grsy seems in his rapture to confound the images of 
'spreading sound and running water.' A * stream of 
music' msy be allowed ; but where does ' music,* how* 
ever 'smooth and strong,' after havin|; visited the 
' verdant vales, roll down the 9teep amain,' so as that 
'rocks and nodding groves rebellow to the roart' If this 
be said of music, it is nonsense ; if ii be said of water, 
it is nothing to the purpose. 

The second sunsa, exhibiting Mars' car and Jove's 
eaglo, is unworthy of further notice. Criticism disdaina 
to chase a school-boy to hiseommoA-pUMs. 
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To the tfiird h may likewise be olyeeted, that it it 
dmwn from mytholofyy thoagh each as nay be mere 
eaaily aMimilated to real life. Idalia'i * TeWet green' 
liae ^onethiog of caat. An epithet or melapbor dimvn 
Iren Nacare enohlee Art; an epithet or metaphor 
drawn from Art degrades Nature. Gray is too fond of 
words arbitrarily compoanded. * Manv-twinkling' was 
lomctly oenaured as not analogical ;- we may say 
'iaaoy*apotte J,' but scarcely * many-spotting.' This 
•tansa* however, has something pleasing. 

Of the ascend ternary of stanaas, the first eadearoors 
to tell something, and would have told it» had it not 
been crossed by Hyperion : the second describes well 
euongh the universal prevalence of poetry ; but I am 
afraid that the conclusion will not arise from the pre- 
mises. The caverns of the north and the plaint of 
Chili are not the residences of * glory and generous 
shame/ But that Poetry and Virtue go always toge- 
ther is an opinion so pleasing, that I can forgive him 
who resolves to think it true. 

'lite third stansa sounds big with < Delphi,' and 
' lUgcan/and ' Ilissus/and * Meander,' and * hallowed 
fountains,' and < solemn souitd \* but in all Gray's odes 
there is a kind of cumbrous splendour which we with 
away. His position is at last false : in the time o( 
Dante and Petrarch, from whom we derive our first 
sphool of Poetry, Italy was overrun by ' tyrant power/ 
and 'coward vice;' nor was our state much better 
when we first borrowed the Italian arts. 

Of the third ternary, the first gives a mythologieal 
birth of Shakspeare. What is said of that iniglity genius 
is true ; but it is not said happily : the real effects of 
this poetical power are put out of sight by the pomp of 
the machinery. Where truth is sufiScient to fill the 
mind, liction is worse than useless; the coanierfeit de> 
bases the genuine. 

His account of Milton's blindness, if .we suppose it 
sensed by study in the formation of his poem, a sap> 
position snrely allowable^ is poetically true, and hap* 
pily imagined. But the ear of Dryden» with bis tm§ 
flfiiMfrs* has nothing in it peculiar ; it is near m. which 
a^ «tber rider may be placed. 
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' The Bard' appears, at the first view, to be, as Al 
garotti and others have remarked, an imitation of the 
prophecy of Nereus. Algarotti thinks it superior to its 
original ; and, if preference depends only on the ima- 
gery and animation of the two poems, his iodgment is 
right. There is in ' The Bard' more force, more 
thought, and more variety. But to copy is less than to 
invent, and the copy has been unhappily produced at 
a wrong time. The fiction of Horace was to the Ro- 
mans credible ; but its revival disgusts us with apparent 
and unconquerable falsehood. Inareduhu odi. 

To select a singular event, and swell it to a giant's 
bulk by fabulous appendages of spectres and predic- 
ttons, has little difficulty ; for he that forsakes the oro- 
bable may always find the marvellous. And it has 
little use ; we are affected only as we believe ; we are 
improved only as we find something to he imitated or 
declined. 1 do not see that * The Bard' promotes any 
truth, moral or political. 

His stansas are too long, especially his epodes; the 
ode is finished before the ear has learned its measures, 
and cnnseqaently before it can receive pleasure from 
their consonance and recurrence. 

Of the first stansa the abrupt beginning has been ce* 
lebrated : but technical beauties can give praise onlv 
to the inventor. It is in the power of any man to rush 
abruptly upon his subject, that has read the ballad of 
' Johnny Armstrong/ 

U tb«rp ever a man In all Scotland— 

The initial resemblances or alliterations,' rutn,mth* 
less, helm, or hauberk,' are below the grandeur of a 
poem that endeavours at sublimity. 

In the second stanza the Bard is well described; but 
in the third we have the puerilities of obsolete mytho- 
logy. When we are told that 'Cadwallo hu^h'd the 
stormy main,' and that * Modred made huge Plinltm- 
mon bow his cloudtopp'd head,' attention recoils from 
the repetition of a ule that, even when it was first 
heard, was heard with scorn. 

The mmniitg of the imnrftiuf-dUel he borrowed, aa he 
owns, from the Xorthem Bards: but their taztaNf 
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bowerer, was very properly the worlc of female poverty 
aa the act of spinning the thread of life is another mv* 
tbology. Theft is always dangerous; Gray has made 
weavers of slanghtered hards by a fiction outrageous 
and incongruous. They are then called upon to 
' Weave the warp, and weave the woof,' perhaps with 
no great propriety ; for it is by crossing the woof with 
the i0arp that men weave the io«6 or piece ; and the 
first line was dearly bought by the admission of ita 
wretched correspondent, ' Give ample room and verge 
enough/* He has, however, no other line as bad. 

I'he third stanza of the second ternary is commend- 
ed, I think, bevond its merit. Tiie personification ia 
indistinct. Thirtit and Uunger are not alike ; and their 
features, to iiiake the imagery perfect should have been 
discriminated. We are told, in the same stanza, how 
• towers are fed.' But I will no longer look for parti« 
cular faults ; yet let it be observed that the ode might 
have been concluded with an action of better example, 
but suicide is always to be had, without eapense of 
thought. 

These odes are marked by glittering accumulations 
of ungraceful ornaments ; they strike, rather than 

fileasc ; the images are majinified by affectation ; tho 
enguage is laboured into harshness. The miiid of the 
writer seems to work with unnatural violence. < Doa- 
ble, double, toil and trouble.' He has a Kind of strut- 
ting dignity, and is tall by walking on tiptoe. His art 
and his struggle are too visible, and there is too little 
•ppeanmce of ease and nature. 

To say that he had no beauties wonM be unjust ; a 
man like him, of great learning and great ipduslry, 
eonid not but produce something valuable. When he 
pleases least, it can only be said that a good design 
was ill directed. 

His translations of Northern and Welsh Poetry de- 
serve praise; the imagery is preserved, perhaps often 
improved ; but the language is unlike the lai^nage ot 
other poeu. 

e • I hsTtt a M«1, that Kk« aa mupU •UeU 
Caa Uln in all ; and nergt tmmtgh for uore.' 

A 
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Ic the churMter of hi» Elegy I rejoice to concnr vilk 
the common reader; f>r by the commoo •ens* of 
readers, iiDcomiptcd with literary prejudicri, after all 
the refineinenlK of siibtilty and the dogmatism of learor 
ing, must be finally decidi-d all claim to poetical bo* 
Bonrs. The ' Church yard' abounds with images which 
find a mirror in every mind, and wiih sentiments to 
which every bosom returns an echo. The four stansaa« 
bcginniDK * Yet even these bones/ are to me original : 
I have never seen the notions in any other place ; yet 
be that reads them here persuades himself that he has 
always felt them. Had Gray written often thas» it hsd 
Wea vniA lo blame, and useless to praitc bin. 



ODES. 



I. ON THE SPRING. 

Lo I where the rosybotomM Umn^ 

Fair Teaiw' tiain, appear, 
Disclose the long-expected 6ow«n, 

And wake the purple year! 
The Attic warbler pours her throaty 
ReeponsiTe to the cuckoo's note. 
The untaught harmony of spring : 

While, whisp'ring pleasure as they fly. 

Cool Zephyrs through the clear blue skj 
Their gather'd fragrance fling. 

Where'er the oak's thick branebet ttnleh 

A broader, browner shade ; 
Where'er the rnde and moM-growa bawh 

O'er-canopies the glade. 
Beside some water's rushy brink 
With me the Muse shall sit. and think 
(At ease reclined in rustic state) 

How vain the ardour of the crowd. 

How low, how little are the proud. 
How indigent the great ! 
Still is the toiling hand of Care : 

The panting herds repose: 
Tet hark, how through the peopled air 

The bniy mmrmur glows ! 
The tnaeet yonth are on the wing, 
Bager to taita the honied apnng, 

.6 
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And float amid th€ liquid noon : 
Bone lightly o'er the cnnent skin. 
Some shew their gaily-gilded trim. 
Quick-glancing to the sun. 
To Contemplation's sober eye 

Boch is the race of man : 
And they that creep, and they that fly, 
• Bhall end where they began. 
Alike the bnsy and the gay 
Ba£ flatter through life's little day» 
In fortune's varying colours drest : 
Brush'd by the hand of rough MiirhMMW» 
/ Or chill'd by Age, their airy danca 
; They leave, in dust to rest. 
Methinks I hear in accenU low 

The sportive kind^rcply : 
' Poor morklist! and what art thont 

A solitary fly! 
Thy joys no glittering female meets, 
Ko hive hast then of hoarded sweety 
No painted plumage to display : 
On hasty wings thy youth is flown; 
Thy sun is set, thy spring is ( 
We frolic, while 'tis May.' 



U. ON THE DEATH OP A FAVOURITB CAT. 

Dnumed in a Tub of Gold Fitkm, 
'TWAS on a lofty vase's side. 
Where China's gayest art had dyad 
The axure flowers, that blow ; 

Hgmurest of the tabby kind. 

The pensive Selima reclined, 
Gasad on the lake below. 



A FAVOURITE CAT. 

H«r conaoioos tail her joy dedar«d ; 
The fair nmnd face, the anowj beaid. 
The velvet of her paws. 
Her coat, that with the tortoiae vies. 
Her ears of jet, and emerald eyes. 
She saw ; and parr*d applause. 
Still had she gaxed; but 'midst the tid* 
Two angel forms were seen to glide. 
The Genii of the stream : 

'^ heir scaly armoar's Tynan hue 
Through richest purple to'theview 
Betray'U a golden gleam. 
The hapless Nymph with wonder saws 
A whisker first, and then a claw. 
With many an ardent wish. 

She stretch'd in vain to roach the prii 
/What female heart can gold despise t 
/What Cat's averse to fish ? 
Py««ttmptuous Maid ! with looks intent 
Agam she stretch'd, again she bent. 
Nor knew the gulf between. 
(Malignant Fate sate by» and smiled) 
The alipp'ry verge her feet begoUed, 
She tumbled headlong in. 
Eight times emerging from the flood. 
She mew'd to ev'ry wat'ry God, 
Some speedy aid to send. 
Ko Dolphin came, no Nereid stizrM i 
Nor cruel Tom, nor Susan heard— 
A fav'rite has no friend ! 
From hence, ye beauties, undeceived. 
Know, one false step is ne'er retrieved 

And be with caution bold. 
Not all that tempu your wandnring C9«c 
And heedless hearu; is lawftil prise 
Nor all, that glisters, gold 
/ • 



ON A PROSPECT OF 

ON A DISTANT PROSPECT Of 
ETON COLLEGE. 

Tb dUunt spires, ye antique towen, 
Thftt crown the wat'ry glade. 

Where g ratefu! Science atill mdofet 
Her Henry's* holy shade ^ 
And ye, that from the stately brow 
Of Windsor's heights th' expanse belmr 

Of grove, of lawn, of mead sanrey; 
Whose turf, whose shade, whose flowan 
Wanders the hoary Thanea along 

His siUer- winding way! 

Ah happy hills ! ah pleasing shade ! 
Ah fields beloved in vain, 

\ Where once my careless childhood atrayM 
A stranger yet to pain ! 
I feel the gales that from ye blow 
A momentary bliss bestow. 
As waving fresh their gladsooM wing» 
My weary soul they seem to sooth* 
And, redolent of joy and youth* 
To breathe a second spring. 

Say, Father Thames, for thon haat aa«i 

Full many a sprightly race. 
Disporting on ihy margent green* 

The paths of pleasare trace* 
Who foremost now delight to ekaiw 
With pliant arm thy glassy wave t 
The captive linnet which enthral t 

What idle progeny succeed 

To chase the rolling circle's 
Or urge the flying ball t 



ETON CULLtGE. 

Wbil* some on earnest business bent 

Their muroi'ring labours piy 
'Gainst graver hours, that bring conttnlat 

To sweeten liberty : 
Some bold. adventurers ditdaim 
The limit« ol their little reign. 
And unknown regions dare descry t 

Still as they run they look behind^ 
/ They hew a voice in every wiad* 
' And snatch a fearful joy. 

Oay hope is theirs, by fancy fed> 

Less pleasing when possest ; 
The tear forgot as soon as shed^ 

The sunshine of the breast: 
Theirs buxom health of rosy Inn, 
Wild wit, invention evernew. 
And lively cheer of vigour bom ; 

The thoughtless day, the easy nigh^ 

The tpiriu pnre, the slumben ligh^ 
That fly tk' approach of mom. 

Alas ! regardless of their doomf 

The little victims play ! 
No tease have they of ills to COBW, 

Nor care beyond to-day : 
Yet see how all around 'era wait 
The ministers of hamaa fate. 
And black Misfortune's baleful train i 

Ah, shew them where in ambtt«h «taMl» 

Teaeise their prey, the muith'toua hia4 
Ah, tell them they aie men 1 

These shall the fury Passions tear. 

The vultures of the mind. 
Disdainful Anger, pallid Pear, 

And Shame that sculks hehind ; 
Or pining I^ve shall waste their yontfat 
Or Jealousy wi^ rankling tooth. 
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That inly gnaws the secret heart. 
And Envy wan, and faded Care^ 
Grim-visaged comfortless Despair, 

And Sorrow's piercing dart. 

Ambition thiy shall tempt to rise, 

Thon whirl the wretch from high. 
To bitter Scorn a sacrifi^. 

And grinning Infamy. 
The stings of Falsehood those shall tiy^ 
And hard Unkindness' elier'd eye. 
That mocks the tear it forced to flow; 
And keen Remorse with blood defiled* 
And moody Mauiness laugliing wild 
Amid severest woe. 

Lo, in the vale of years beneath 

A grieely troop are teen. 
The painful family of Death, 

More hideous than their queen : 
This racks the joinU, this fires the T«io% 
That every labouring sinew straioe. 
Those in the deeper vitals rage : 

Lo, Poverty, to fill the band. 

That numbs the soul with icy hutdf 
And slow- consuming Age. 

To each his tuffrings : all are muk, 

Condemn'd alike to groan ; 
The tender for another's pain« 

Th' unfeeling for his own. 
Yet ah ! why should they know their iatl^ 
Since sorrow never comes too late. 
And happiness too swiftly flies ? 

Thought would destroy their para4lM. 

Ko more^where ignorance ia bUit^ 
1U folly to be wise^ 
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nr. T0ADTBR8ITY. 

aavra, np ratfci /iotfav 
O^vra Kvpimc hfi*v* 

iSMAylw, to A| 

Baoghter of Jove, relendeM power, 

Thoa tamer of the human breast. 
Whose iron acoarge and tort'ring hour 

The Bad afiright, afflict the Best ! 
Bound in thy adamantine chain 
The proud are taught to taste of pain. 
And parple tyrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and i 
When first thy sire to send on earth 

Virtue, his darling child, design'd. 
To thee he gave the heav'nly birth. 

And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stem nigged Nurse I tuy rigid lore 
With patience many a year she bore : 
What sorrow was, thou bad'st her know. 
And from her own she leam'd to melt at othen* won* 
Scared at thy frown terrific, fly 

Self-pleasing Folly's idle brood. 
Wild Laughter, Noise, and thoughtless Joy, 

And leave ns leisure to be good. 
Light they disperse, and with them go 
The summer Friend, the flattering Foe ; 
By vain Prosperity received. 
To her they vow their truth, and are agaia beltoftd. 
Wisdom in sable garb array'd. 

Immersed in rapt'rous thought profoimd. 
And Melancholy, silent maid. 

With leaden eye, that loves the gnmad, 
E2 



n TO Ai^TBRsmr. 

Still on thy ■olemn steps attend t 

Warm Charity* the geneial friend. 

With Jiutice, to hertelf severe, 

And Pity, dropping soft the sadljr-plMaiBf tMff. 

Oh, gently on thy suppliant's head. 

Dread Goddess, lay thy chaat'ning hand ! 
Hot in thy Gorgon terrors dad, 

Kor cirded with the vcngefol band 
(As by the impions then act seen) 
With thand'rioK voice, and threat'oing arin. 
With screaming Horror's fnneral oryy 
Despair, and fell Disease, and ghastly P«f«fj« 

Thy form benign, oh. Goddess, wear, 

Thy milder influence impart. 
Thy philosophic train be there 

To soften, not to woand my heart. 
The generous spaik extinct revive. 
Teach me to love and to forgive. 
Exact my own defects to scan. 
What others are to feel, and know MfMli m 
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▼• THB PROGRESS OP P0E8T. 
Pimiarie,^ 

AA XaTtfci TO Kav, ipfini4mt» 

Pindar, Oljmp. II. 
I.l. 
Awake, iBolian lyre, ft«-akef 

And give to rapture all thy tremblii^ ttiligi. 

fProni Helicoa's Larmonioaa springSv 
A thousand rills their inasy prepress takai 
The langhiug iowers, that round them blow, 
Brink life and fragrance as they flow. 
Now the rich stream of music winds aloof 
Deep, majestic, smooth, and strong. 
Through verdant vales, and Ceres' goldeM rtjf»t 
Now rolling down the steep amain, 
HfiMllong, impetuous, see it pour : 
The rockSf and nodding groves, rebellow to tbt ffMT. 

I. 2. 
tOh! Sov'reigii of th§ willing soul. 

Parent of sweet aud solemn breathing airs^ 
Enchanting shell ! jihe sullen Cares, 

And frantic Passions, hear thy soft control. 
On Thracia's hills the Lord of War 
Has curbed the fury of his car, 

• Wbea the satbor flmt piibibhcd this and ttw follnwfaff Ode. he 
was sdviMTd, et«B bv hi* fiiciHlii, lo subjoi.i Mue few i^Milsii^loi? 
noira ; but had inn iiimb respect for tke auderKUodiur o! ha mA, 
sni »o take mat liberty. » -• — • t^mw 

f Tbe aubjtct aii.l »imlip. aa ■•aal with Pindar, are «ali«4. The 
vartoua eourc. » of poetry, vhUb ;rJve« Ut'«: and Isaira M ail It toacbtvL 
arebcfedeicribid, iiK qaiei msjMtio prof reM euricbinr oven anb- 
ioet<otherwiac drv aiid barrrn) witb a pomp of dirtioaaad lusariaiit 
barbiooy of Dootkr^: and ita more rapid ainl irre«i»tiblr oo«m^ 
s«ra awoln sad bvrrted sway bv ibe coalHct of MnulMMa pswioas 

tKimer of Iwijom M cain tly loffboh-ui aaWea of lbs aoiL mis 
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THE PROGRESS 



And dfopp'd hit thirsty laDce at thy < 

PerduDg on the tceptred hand 

Of Jove, thy magic lulU the feather'd king 

With raffled plnmet, and flaggiflg wing: 

Qaench'd in dark clouds of ftlumber lie 

The terror of his beak^ and lightnings of his i^ 

1.3. 
*Thee the Toice, the dance, obey, 
Teioper'd to thy waibled lay. 
O'er Idalia's Telvet green 
The rosy>crowned Loves are seen« 
On Cytherea*8 day. 

With antic Sport, and blue-eyed PieasnnSy 
Frisking light in frolic measures ; 
Now pursuing, now retreating. 

Now in circling troops they meet ; 
To brisk notes in cadence beating 

Glance their many twinkling feet. 
Slow melting strains their Queen's approach dedtni 

Where'er she turns the Graces homage piy. 
With arms sublime, that float upon the air. 

In gliding state the wins her easy way : 
0*er her warm cheek, and rising bosom move 
The bloom of young Desire, and purple light of Love 

11. 1. 
tMan's feeble race what ills await ! 

Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain, 
Disease, and Sorrow's weeping train. 

And Death, sad refuge from the fttormt of Fata! 

The fond complaint, my song, disprove. 

And justify the laws of Jove. 

• Power of h«riiieo7 to produce all the frac<v of netloa la Um 

t To eonpciMMie ike real and imairinarjr ilia of life, the Maae was 
fivrn to maiikiad by the aAine FmvUem-e thai aenda the day kf lH 
clMorrsl p w a iae < to diaiiel the f loon aod tenon of tiM olfbl. 



OF POESY. 

■Bmf, hat he giv^a in vain the hee?*Bl j Mme T 

Night, and all. her licUy dewt. 

Her spectre! wan, and birds of boding ery. 

He gives to range the dreary sky : 

Till down the eastern cliffs afar 

Hyperion's march they spy, and glittering shafts of f 

II. 2. 

•In climes beyond the solar road. 
Where shaggy forms o'er ice-built moonuins 
The Muse has broke the twilight-gloom 

To cheer the shivering native's dull abode. 
And oft, beneath the od'rous shade 
Of Chili's boundless forests laid. 
She deigns to hear the savage youth repeat 
In loose numbers wildly sweet 
Their feather cinctured chiefs, and dusky loves. 
Her track, where'er the Goddess roves. 
Glory pursue, and generous Shame, 

Th' unconquerable Mind, and Freedom's holy 

II. 3. 
tWoods, that wave o'er Delphi's steep> 
Isles, that crown th' Mgetm deep. 

Fields, that cool Ilissus laves. 

Or where Meander's amber waves 
In lingering lab'rinths creep. 
How do your tuneful Echoes languish. 
Mute, but to the voice of Anguish ! 

• Extrmive lttflii<>nce of i>oetie fraiut orer tii« remotest aad mskl 
■nciviliied ii:uiou«: it« comicvioii wiib liberty, umI ilw virtvct thsi 
DJiurmlly aitciid on iU'-<!M-e the Ene, Nurw«iriaa, and Wel»h Fr4$- 
BivoiN ; 'he LiipUiMt und Amricjui Snnic».) 

' " — -' '-~Tu Greece to luly, and from 

acquainted wlib the wrttiitn 
-' >Uy»tlt 



f Ifof reM of LMieiry from Greece to luly, and from Italy to Eag- 
land. I baurrr #as not uu'tcquaiiited wlib ibe wrttiitn of Uaate or 
of t'etrarcli. Tbr Earl of aarrey and Sir Tiioaaa M yatt had travelled 



In It'iiy, and torned thtir latttc there; SpenMr imftaied the lUiUo 
in1ier»; Mlltoit Improved on tbem ; bat tola acbool asp rad aeon aAar 
th« HMtontioa, and a mw one aniat on tba Freach BMdci, vhicb km 



OP POESY. m 

Behold where Dryden'i leM jHretuaqptaoiis cmt 
Wide o'er the fields of glory bear 
Two coarsen of ethereal race. 
With necks in thunder elotbed, and limt iiiwflli^ 
pace. 

III. a 

Hark* his hands the lyre explore I 
Bright-eyed Fancy, hovering o'er. 

Scatters from her pictured am 

Thoughts, that breathe, and words^ that hum. 

•But ah f 'tis heard no more 

Oh ! lyre divine, what daring Spirit 
Wakes thee now ? though he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion^ 

tTbat the Theban eagle bear^ 
Sailing with supreme dominion 

Through the azure deep of air : 
Yet oft before his infant eyes would run 

Such forms, as glitter in the Muse's ray 
With orient hues, unborrow'd of the Sun : 

Yet shall he mount, and keep his distant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate. 
Beneath the Good how far—but far above the Great. 



• We have had in oar laormge so other ode* of the rabliae kiad, 
' Cecilia*>d»v: for Cowley (Who had 15 

J ,--„ lit •lylf, and bannotty. for «acb a laak. 

That oi Pitpte Is ont woriliy of to (treat a nan. Mr. Maanu, lB!l«««i 
•r late davii, baalowhed the true chorda, aad with a iiuut«-r!j h4a< 



la aoBM of bto ChorsMS,— above ail in tlie last of Caracucoaj 
'Hatlii hesrdyeaoCyoafeotatcpdVMdf'Ire. 

♦ 



TI. THB BARD. 
Pmdarie* 

•ROTN mIm thee, rathless king I 

Confmion od thy banncn wait ! 
rhoogb fano'd by conquest's crimton wiog^ 

They mock the air with idle state* 
Helm, or haaberkV twisted mail. 
Nor e'en thy viftues, tyrant, shall avail 
To save thy secret soal from nightly fears. 
From Cambria's curse, from Cambria's tears I' 
6vch were the soaods, that o'er the crested pride 

Of the first Edward scatter'd wild dismay. 
As down the steep of Snowdou's^ shaggy side 

He wound with toilsome march his long array. 
Stout Glo'ster^ stood aghast in speechless trance ; 
"To arms !' cried Mortimer J| and oonch'd his qoiv'rlng 
lance. 

1.2. 

On a rock, whose haughty brow 
Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming flood. 

Robed in the sable garb of woe. 
With haggard eyes the Poet stood 

(Loose his beard, and hoary hair 

Stream'd, like a meteor, to the troubled air); 

• This OHe it fnanrtH on a trediann rvrrfotin Wales thatF^wart 
Ibe Plrxt, wlien be completed iIm eooqucit of that countrj, ordtree 
ail the bards ih-tt frll liiio lib bandit to V put tu death. 

t The hanbeit w«« a trxture of aiecl rinirletii, or tbig* interwovca. 
fbroitiif a ciiat of mail, tbst aat cloae to tbe body, and adapted Itoatf 
lo rrery motion. 

I X«MH/e« «a« a name flrrn by the Saxons to ibat BMontalanM 
tract which tlie UeNh tliemoelve* call C'rvi^ f(.«r-yryii; it iocluded 
•II the hi|(blaiid4 of Caernarvonshire and Mvr.ont tbshire, as fkr cast 
s-t ibe river OHiUay. R. H)rden, speMklnr <>r the Castle of Couway, 
built by King Kdward the Flisi, *»y*, ' Ad ortnm aiunis Co«way ad 
cllroin moiitw Eiery / aid Msllbew of Wcstiuiitsier. <ad anu. I»S3>, 



Apnd Aberconway ad pt-des luoDiis Suowdooim fecit ericl ca>tnua 
•rte.' 
f Gilbert de CNre. sornamcd tbe Rod, carl of Gloooeater and Ha 
tra, soB-io-law tu Klnv Edward. 
I EdmoBd do MorUnier, lord of Wijrmoro. 
Thoy both were Lordfltnrekera. witose laoda lay on tlio bevdi 
r Walaa, and probaMy aecompaoled the ktnc la iMs expedition 
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And wHh a master's hand, and prophet's fire. 

Struck the deep sorrows of his lyre. 

* Hark, how each f^iant oak, and desert cave. 

Sighs to the torrent's awful voice beneath ! 
O'er thee, oh king ! their hundred arms they wave. 

Revenge on thee in hoarser murmurs breathe ; 
Tocal no more, since Cambria's fatal day, 
To high-bom Hoel's harp, or soft Llewellyn's Uy. 

1.3. 
' Cold is Cadwallo't tongue. 

That hvsh'd the stormy main: 
Brave Urien, sleeps upon his craggy bed : 

Mountains, ye mourn in vain 
Modred, whose magic song 

Made huge Plinlftaamon bow his clovd>topp'd haad. 
On dreary Arvon's shore * they lie, 

Smear'd with gore, and ghastly pale : 

Par, far aloof th' afifrighted ravens sail; 
The famish 'd eagle t screams, and passes by. 
Dear, lost companions of my tuneful art. 

Dear, as the light that visits these sad eyes. 
Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my heart. 

Ye died amidst your dying country's crie e ■ ■ 
Ko more I weep. They do not sleep. 

On yonder cliffs, agriesly band, 
I see them sit ; they linger yet. 

Avengers of their native land : 
With me in dreadful harmony they join, 
Andt weave with bloody hands the tissue of thy lina/ 

• The tborM of CuemnotuMn oppotite to the ixli* of Anflney. 

f Caoideii and ot'ier<t otw^r**-, that ejif ie* UMjii anoosiliy lo build 
fhrirMrit! amoor die rofkit of ^iiowdon, whirb from tlicnrc (a« some 
tliiiik> were uamed by ihe Welsh craiguin-erprif or the crags of ih« 



•«icle«. At tlifat day (1 am toM) the hiichesi point of Suowdun ia 
culled th* ffU*» mett. That bird i« certainly no stfAnrcr to this 
i*Uiid, aa the Scot* and the people of Cumberland, WestmimrlMud, Ste, 



can tt!Siify : it even baa built itt neat in the Peak of Dcrbyahlcc (See 
Willnnfbby*a OrnithoL pobUahed by Kay.) 
t iiaa the Morwcipaa 04c, dut foUewi. g 



THE BARD. 



11. 1. 
< Weave the warp, and weave the no9tg 

The wiiuiiag.eheet of Edward's race. 
Give asiple room, and verge enough 

The character* of hell to trace. 
Mark the year, and mark the night, 
•When Severn shall re-echo with affright; 
The shrieks of death, through Berkley's roof that nag* 
Shrieks of an agonising king! 
tShe-wolf of France, with unrelenting fangs. 

That tear'st the bowels of thy mangled mate, 
} From thee be bora, who o'er thy country hangs 

The scourge of Heav'n! What terrors round him wait I 
Amacement in his van, with Flight ctenbined. 
And Sorrow's faded form, and Solitude behind. 

11.2. 
' Mighty victor, mighty lord, 

( Low on his funeral couch he lies ! 
No pitying heart, no fje, afford 

A tesr to grace his ob|eqwic9. ^ ^ - - > ; . 
U the sable $ Warrior fled ? « . . < 

Thy sun is gone. He rests among the dead. 
The swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam were bonkt 
Gone to salute the rising Morn. 
|Falr laughs the Morn, and soft the Zephyr Uowf, 

/While proudly riding o'er the asure realm 
In gallant trim the gilded vessel goes ; ^ 

r Youth on the prow, and Pleasure at the helmj| 
I ttegardless of the sweeping whirlwind's sway. 

That, hush'd in grim repose, expecu his evening-pmy. 

• Fdward the Second, crufUv biitcli«n>d in licrkley CMtle. 

f l>Hb«lt>r France, Kdw ifd the Second** aduMeiviM qatiisa. 

t Trtauplw of Kdward ihc Third Id Fraace. 

f lleailt or tbat kiiiK, abandoiMMl bjr hi* chiJdrra, ud cvM 
Is bi# iMt moiiienu by bW conn if n and bb mutrtM. 

i_lAward ihe Btark Prince, demtt coai« iloi* before bit 

f MuiCDiHrence of Richard Uie Second's rtifs. T " 
•liier coiuemporary writer*. % 
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II. 3. 
/• Fill high thMphrkliog bowU 
I The rich repast prepare \ 
Reft of a crown, he yet may share the featl t 

Close by the regal chair 
Fell Thirst and Famine scowl 
A baleful smile upon their baffled gneat. 
Heard ye the din of tbattle bray. 

Lance to lance, and horse to horse T 

Long years of havock urge their dettin*d coanie» 
And through the kindred squadrons mow their way. 
Ye Towers of Julitts4 London's lasting shame. 

With many a foul and midnight murder fed. 
Revere his $consort*s faith, his fathered fame» 

And spare the meekY usurper's holy head ! 
Above, below, the ••rose of snow, 

Twin'd with her blushing foe, we spread : 
The bristled ttboar in infant gore 

Wallows beneath the thorny shade. 
Now, brothers, bending o'er th' accursed loom. 
Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify hw doooi* 

III. 1. 

** Edward, lo 1 to sudden fate 
(Weave we the woof. The thread is spun.) 

• Richard the 8fe«Bd (•• we are told by Archbiriinp Brmop wuk 
the eeofrdrmtc lonfo in their nuiireMo, by l1itMiM» of WaMscbsm. 
SHd Mil ih« older writers) was (.lanred tn d^aih. 1 he tiof7 of Ul 
SMMiaiiiiim, t>y Sir Piers, of Eyou, 1* of much later dale. 

4 KaiBons dtll wani of Yorii Hud L-iucMUir. 

I H ary the Sixih, Ge«>rc« duke of iUrfiicr, ^Iward Ihi* nfth, 
Bieb«ird diifc** of York, ttc beiirv*^ to be Htardire'l sertetly la Iha 
Towrr «i London. I'tie oldest nirt of that structure is veiiiart* aitrl> 
bated to jiUm.(-aBS4r. 

\ Marnrei of AujoB. a woniAo of heroic spirit, who strvsf led hart 
lo save her hushaod aad her crown. 

I Henry the Fiilh. 

\ Heary the Math, f ery near bcinr canoalaed. The Has of Laa« 
caeirr had ao nirbf of iahrriuac** tu the jrowa. 

•• The while a:-d red roi>es, devices of York sod Laacasler. 

t» The viKer bnar was the badre of Kleliard the Third t wheace hs 
was SMally luown, lo ab own line, by tlie naaM of iA« Jtoar. 

.H 
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•Half of tliT heart we consecrate. 

(The web it wove. The work is done.*^ 
' Stay, oh stayl nor thus forlorn 
Leave me anbless'd, unpiiied, here to mourn : 
In yon bright track, that fires the western skiet. 
They melt, they vanish from my eyes. 
Bvt oh! what solemn scenes, on Snowdon's height 

Descending slow, their glittering skirts nnroUf 
Tuions of glory, spare my aching sight. 

Ye nnbom ages, crowd not on my soul ! 
Ko more our long-lostt Arthur we bewail. 
All hail4 ye genuine kings ! Britannia's issue htill 

III. 2. 
* Oirt with many a baron bold. 

Sublime their starry fronts they rear; 
And gorgeous dames, and statesmen old 

In bearded roijesty, appear. 
In the midst a form divine ! 
Iler eye proclaims her of the Briton-line ; 
Her lion-port,^ her awe commanding face, 
Attemper'd aweet to virgin-grace. 
What strings symphonioos tremble in the air. 

What strains of vocal transport round her play* 
Hear from the grave, great Taliessin,| hear! 

They breathe a soul to animate thy clay. 
Bright Rapture calls, and soaring, as she sings. 
Waves in the eye of Heav'n her many-colour'd winga. 
• Elemoor of Cantiie died a ft* w jnn aAer the roiiqi««t of Walea. 
Tk« Iwniic proof alir fair<- of hrr affrciion for her lord m Wf 11 koown 
The BioounicDi* n( hb n-rrci auH *onnm f-r thf Urn* of brr are »r>'. w 
km arvo at Norti>aiii|<toii, (trdiliavion, Waltban, and niUtr pta*"**. 

f ll»4»iheroinmnnb«iicr«f Itoe WeKhnaUnii, thi«tKli>ir Arthar •»• 

allll ailrc ill Fdnrj-Land. aiwi i>iinuld reti.m aa alo tn relfu mrr llriuln. 

I Both Merlin nod T^iliwia l*ad proMhe* e«i, thai ibr Wi teh fihnuld 

rririin thrir Hovrrrlitniv over tbia i»l»nd ; which MPcued to he accoai- 



pliaii«Hl In the Houne orludnr. 

I Sliced, retailor no aiidlrorc 
DriaUu-ki, anihai.kador of pol^n 

iM. danaied the iuahiiwrt orator no irM with her stately port aitd 
■aJcMical deportnre, ihaii with il^ lartiice^of her prlncetfa < hccfcra.' 



I Sliced, reiailar an aiidtrore rlri-B by Qiifen RUaabetb to Panl 

DrialWki, anihai.»ador of " ' ^ '* • " ■ 

" the aiahiiwrt 
•MMTtare, laaii i 

ciilefof th«barda.aoc ,. .._ 

I prraerrcd, sad Ua maaory held la liifk Teuaratloa 



laliu-ki, anihaKkador of Poland, vnjt, * Aiid the* abf , li<>M>ilke ria- 
, danaied the wahiiwrt orator no IrM with her stately port aitd 
JcMlcal deportnre, ihaa with i% lartiice^ of her prtncetfa: < hccfcra.' 
I TalicwiB. ciiief of the barda. Toariohcd io the tTxtti ceniwy. Hk 
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HI. 3. 
' Tlie Tene adorn •gain 

Fierce War, and faithfnl Lore, 
And Truth severe, by fairy Fiction dntt. 

In ^boskin'd measures move 
Pale Grief, and pleasing Fain, 
With Horror, tyrant of the throhbing^ braait. 
A fvoice as of the cherub choir. 

Gales from blooming Bden bear; 

And ^distant warblings lessen on my tar. 
That lost in long futurity expire. 
Fond, impious man, think'st thou yon tangaine dond. 

Raised by thy breath, hath quench 'd the orb of day? 
Ta morrow he repairs the golden flood. 

And warms the nations with redoubled ray. 
Enough for me : with joy I see 

The difllerent doom our Fates assign. 
Be thine Despair, and sceptred Care ; 

To triumph, and to die, are mine.' 
He spoke, and headlong from the mountain's height. 
Deep in the roaring tide he plong'd to endlesa night* 



T!I. FORMUSICf 
IrreguUur, 
I. 
« Hence, avannt ('tis holy ground), 

Comus, and his midnight-crew. 
And Ignorance with looks profound. 
And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue, 

• Shakqmra. f MItM. 

t Tlie SIM cCMhn of poett after Milton's time. 

C Thb Ode w»» Mrrormcd In the Seua(c-Ho4Mc si CsaliiMf^ 

Jely 1, ITS*, ftt the imiahatlM of hit rrace Augwtiu Uearf Fltaraf, 

4slM vT OnflMfChaaeeUor of th« Univenlty. 



•I TBR BIRO. 

Mad Sedition's cry profane. 

Servitude that hugs her chain, 

Vor in these consecrated bowers 

Let painted Klatt'ry hide her terpenttiua im 

Nor Envy base, nor creeping Gain 

Dare the Mose's walk to stain. 

While bright-ey'd Science watches rooad s 

Hence, away, tis holy groond !' 

II. 

From yonder realms of empyiean day 

Borsu on my ear th' indignant lay : 

There sit the sainted Sage, the Bard dttiae. 

The few, whom Genias gare to shine * 

Through every unborn age, and nndtaeoTer^d cBflM. 

Rapt in celestial transport they. 

Yet hither oft a glance from high 

They send of tender sympathy 

To bless the place, where on their opening mmiI 

First the genuine ardour st««le. 

Twae Milton stnick the deep-toned shell. 

And, ae the choral warbtingt round him swell. 

Meek Newton's self bends from his state sublime. 

And nods his hoaiy head, and listens to the rhyme. 

IIL 

' Te brown o^r-arching groves. 

That Contemplation loves. 

Where willowy Camus lingers with delight. 

Oft at the blush of dawn 

I trod your level lawn, 
Oftweo'd the gleam of Cynthia siWer>brigbt 
In cloisters dim, far from the haunts of Folly, 
With Freedom by my side, and soft-ey'd Melncholy.' 

IV. 
Bar Imikt the portals sound, and pacing foctb 
With solemn steps and slow, 



ODE FOR MUSIC. tft 

High potentates, and dames of royal hirih. 
And mitred fathers in long order go : 
Great *£dward, with the lilies on his htow. 

From haughty Gallia torn. 

And tsad Chatillon, on her bridal mom» 

That wept her bleeding Lore, and princelyt Claie^ 
And ^Anjoa's heroine, and ([the paler RoM» 
The rival of her crown and of her woes» 

And H either Henry there. 

The marder'd Saint, and the majestic Lord, 

That broke the bonds of Rome. 

j (Their tears, their little triumphs o'er^ 

/ Their human passions now no more. 

Save Charity, that glows beyond the tomb) 

All that on Oranta's fruitful plain 

Rich streams of regal bounty pour'd. 

And bade these awful fanes and turrets rise» 

To hail their Fitzroy's festal morning corns; 

And thus they speak in soft accord 

The liquid language of the skies. 
'V. 

' What is grandeur, what is power t 

Heavier toil, superior pain. . 

What the bright reward we gain t 

The grateful memory of the good. 

* Ejlwird LhB third ; l»ti<f nddt^ lhe.^mr dt tpi of Frtne* I* the 

i nirrtli) VAki!itilri, rtiouEr » of Pcoitkrokc, dtuj^hler ntQafAm 
ChniiLLotftCopie dt at. i^J-tik Ln PmnJ^if i af vtivnm tndtcloa 99^J*, tkat 
llbT hu»|m»dr Aiatlem.u- de V ii | fniiit, t»]-| of Pi'mbroke^ «j.i lUHt %l ft 
iDurait itcin oik Ehu 4-Ji v of Ui* DitLiOii h* ^h« w u^ 1 1^ fiM&it rrw of I *«:ai* 
bl>A« (.'rhlltRe. ul N4'jl, viuicT tn>i mnvt i^iF AuIj ^Jaftk tit VKlrbEtn. 

I ^lU^bkUi ih iJuifi. ^tniA>tt'm otCUrft *ik* mitm oT Jahn Oe Hnrx. 

of U iitocmflvTi h J ia^ii of Acrei , i)au(1i1« r ' ' f i^kwhrtl Ue Vml . ti ence 
[be pocL givit,r t^rt ihi? ^Ulvvl oi * gnnctiiv.' iiht luundtil CLbt*' Hill. 

i MKr^iFiof Anjaa, wkfd of Htmj Lb s' Si 1 1 y , f^undreii of Qj^^'jiV 
Coiler p- 1 '^« poel ha4i eeSobnttrd Iter r4ja|ug4i bdelliy Id Ihe longer 
Met V. Epodf ^l, iine L3th. 

J| LLEjibvLti iVlilvillr, wiCc ort^wKtd the fouiUl (hnceniied [tw 

Eiln Flntt;, t^belikf oJ' ibe ttouic of Vari^. Hht t4dt4 to thu JbuDdfr. 
in oi Mtiqiaret af Ahjab. 

^ Heir? Lhc itiTik aemI Eli;hlii. TM fiiriwr roondjr of Kisf 'p, 1^ 
iKtIXT Itw ITt-ftUtt btoe/iicloT Im Trtmif rollayr. 
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Sweet U the breath of vernal ihower* 
The bee's collected treaaares sweet. 
Sweet Mnsic's melting fall, bat sweeter |«l 
The still small voice of Gratitude/ 

TI. 
Foremost and leaning from her golden dead 

The 'venerable Marg'ret see ! 
' Welcome, my noble son, (she cries alood) 

To thic, thy kindred train, and me : 
Pleased in thy lineaments we trace 
tA Tudor's fire, a Beaofort's grace. 
Thy liberal heart, thy judging eye. 
The flower unheeded shall descry. 
And bid it round hcav'n's alurs shed 
The frsgrance of its blushing head : 
Shall raise from earth the latent gem 
To glitter on the diadem. 

VII. 
' Lo, Oranta waits to lead her blooming hvoA, 

Not obvious, not obtrusive. She 
Ko vulgar praise, no venal incense flings; 
Kor dares with courtly tongue refined 
Profane thy inborn royalty of mind : 

She reveres herself and thee. 
With modest pride to grace thy youthful brow 
The laureate wreath, that tCecil wore, she brings 
And to thy just, thy gentle hand 
Submits the fasces of her sway» 
While spirits blest above and men below 
Join with glad voice the loud symphonioos lay. 

• CAnnteM of Rlrbnond iind Derby: the nMlhcr of Heary *s 
SeTMitli, fooBdreM of St. John's end CbrM*^ CollcrM* ^ 

t The countent wm » Bennfort, ud married to a Tudor : hence the 
■pplicerioii of thli Uoe to the Oeke 6( Gnfion, who cteiiM deiceal 
fioni ho.h thcM ttmiUn. 

Loid TrcMorer Burthley was chsnceller ef the UaifersilSF, in lbs 



1 Lord TrcMorrr Bunrhler « 
H^rsofOaeMiftUisbMli. . 



THE FATAL SISTERS. 

VIII. 
'Through the wild waves, as they roar. 

With watchful eye and dauntless mien 
Thy steady course of honour keep, 
Kor fear the rocks, nor seek the shore : 

The Star of Brunswick smiles serene 
And gilds the horrors of the deep.' 



VIII. THE FATAL SISTERS. 

Fram the None- Tongue,* 
Now the storm begins to lower 

(Haste, the loom of Hell prepare). 
Iron-sleet of arrowy shower 

Hurtles in the darkenM air. 

• To be fouad in the Orcadei of Thormodot Tortew ; Haftto, itfT, 
Ibtto : AMI alM In Bartboliuiw. 

Vltt er orpit fyrlr valfalll, See, 

The (l«ir& ot Hr, Grft? in viHiax eIiji aid the three foliowlnf lad- 
1lt!«#Od<-•1dtJTt'li)llll'>I^^^JIl0t^<c^li• Ufe. For the better noder* 
tt^iiHifnir tut tniaf LbE«€<T ili« n'.»i|H'r U to bc Informed, thmt In the 
rEiiTiTDifa I'euturf, Sigura tir{ nf <h,' Orkney Islaud*, went witb a 
flL«t of >^t»tp4, an-l a. crfii^drrfttiJ^ EhhEj of iroope, into Ireland, to the 
tuirt^ai-t tif -""'iftnif m^HA lAt iil^tm bt^rd, yioo was then maUnr 
wnr np hn r^ibi-r'[<k-l;iw BrniH, kli^^ af Uublin : the earl and ail his 
firr» werd viil it* picre», ^iid SifiryX ^^ In danger of a total defeat; 
but llir tncmi yi*d a gr4'4i«r h-'V. by Hm deaih of Brian, their kinf, 
■mhn f^lJ la thi» ib^Uvn. 4Ju CUfbitinji.-Etaj (the day of the battle) a 
s»UTe D^ i::aiiitTtr*i^, in 5«nihh4, f4W 4l JidiiiUnce a number of per> 
aoDs on horii«l}*rk rKlina futl diM-fil Lowurds a hill, and •ccminir lo 
«]i(fr I LI III U. Cur<io«bljr ii*d hijn lo tivHo* them, till looking through 
>di npi'DtuR In ibe rockv, lii^ «&« i^ehe (Tlipantic flgares retemblinf 
woEHViii : IhEf «^rc aJk tM^j'Ertv^ iiho<kL a loom; and aa the/ wove, 
thej ntnf iht falljwlpi.r drv^infgl ■ti^v ; wblrh, when they had flnished. 
Ilifw trfpe iht wfb ibEn tin*lv* piti-ci, Lod (each taUoKher porikm) 
jca^ tinned dj\ I" l^(f north «nd u lu&it^ Id tbe aooth. Tbeae were tlie 
VaikyriuFf fumftlti divk (id []«''', irrv^iiir» nt Odin (or IFoikti) in the 




THB FATAL SISTBftS. 

OUtt'ring lances are the looin» 
Where the dusky warp we strain. 

Weaving many a aoldier'a doom, 
Orkney's woe, and Randver's bMM» 

8m the griesly textore grow 
(Tis of human entrails made)» 

And the weights, that play below. 
Bach a gasping warrior's head. 

Shafts for shuttles, dipt in gora, 
Shooi the trembling cords along. 

Sword, tiiat once a monarch bora» 
Keeps the tissue close and stroag. 

Mista black, terrific maid, 

Sangrida, and Hilda see. 
Join tlie wayward work to aid : 

Tw the woof of victory. 

Bm the ruddy sun be set, 
Pikes must shiver, javelins sUtf* 

Blade with clattering buckler mect^ 
Hauberk crash, and helmet ring. 

(Weave the crimson web of war) 

Let us go, and let us fly. 
Where our friends the conflict share^ ' 

Where they triumph, where they dit. 

At the paths of fate we tread. 

Wading through th' ensanguined fiddt 
Oondula, and Geira, spread 

O'er the youthful king yonr shield. 

We the reins to slaughter give. 
Ours to kill, and ours to spare : 

Spite of danger he shall live 
(Weave the crimson web el ww)k 
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They, whom once the desert-beach 

Pent within its bleak domain^ 
Soon their ample sway shall stretch 

O'er the plenty of the plain. 

Low die dauntless earl is laid. 

Gored with many a gaping wound % 
Fate demands a nobler head ; 
' Soon a king shall bite the ground. 

Long his loss shall Erin weep, 

l^e'er again his likeness see; 
Long her strains in sorrow steep. 

Strains of Immortality ! 

1 Horror covers all the heath, 
I Clouda of carnage blot the ton. 

I Sisters, weave the web of death; 
I Sisters, cease ; the work is done. 

Hail the task, and hail the hands! 

Songs of joy and triumph sing I 
Joy to the victorioas bands ; 

TriunopK to the younger king. 

Mortal, thou that hear'st the tale. 

Learn the tenor of our song. 
Scotland, through each winding vala 

Far and wide the notes prolong. 

'"' Sisters, hence with spurs of speed : " 
Each her thundering falchion wielto^ 
Bach bestride her sable steed: 
Wury, hony to th« iald» 
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VL THE DBSCSNT OF ODIN.* 
From th§ Nont- Tmgm, 

UrBMI the King of Men with tpead. 

And saddled •tndt his coal-black stMd; 

Down the yawning steep he rode. 

That leads to *Hela's drear abode. 
/ Him the Dof of Darkness spied, 
' ISt^ shaggy throat he open'd wide. 

While from his jaws, with camags fiUMf 

Foam and human gore distill'd : 

Hoarse he bays with hideous din. 

Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin ; 

And long pamues, with fruitless yell. 

The Father of the powerful spell. 

Onward still his way he takes 

(The groaning earth beneath him shalui)^ 

Till full before his fearless eyes 

The portals nine of hell arise. 
. >Right against the eastern gate. 

By the moss-grown pile he sate ; 

Where long of yore to sleep was laid 

The dust of the prophetic Maid. 

Fadng to the northern clime. 

Thrice he traced the Rimic rhyme ; 

Thrice pronounced, in accents dread. 

The thrilling verse that wakes the dead } 

Till from out the hollow ground 

Slowly breathed a solemn sound. 

e Tke orMul k to be foond lo BortbollMt, dt csarii riitiiMM 
te ■etltoi Haihto, I6s», quarto. 

Ufirab Odimi allda f astr, ftc 
t V^a»t^mr^ ths hell or the Gothic naltoiu, coatiatod of niss wwM^ 
" " ~ re defoted all auch aa died of ftckneaa. old aM. or hf aay 
I than la bactls: over it preildad H«U, tbeOoddcaior 
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Pt, Wliat cmll unknown, what channt pf e tj— 
To break the quiet of the tomb? 
/ Who thus afflicts my troubled eprite, 
I And drags mo from the realms of aightt 
Long on these mouldering hones have baii 
The winter's snow, the eummer't hea^ 
The drenching dews and driving nial 
Let me, let me sleep again. 
Who is Be« with voice unblett. 
That calls me from the bed of reitt 

O. A traveller, to thee nnknowa. 

Is he that calls, a Warrior's Son. 

Thou the deeds of light shall know} 

Tell me what is done below. 

For whom yon glitt'ring board is wpmAp 

Drest for whom yon golden bed. 

Pr, Mantling in the goblet see 
The pure bev'rage of the bee ; 
O'er it hangs the shield of gold; 
'Tis the drink of Balder bold ; 
Balder't head to death is giv^i. 
Pain can resch the Sons of Heav%! 
Unwilling I my lips onclose : 
Leave me, leave me to repoae. 

O. Once again my call obey. 
Prophetess, arise, and say. 
What dangers Odin's child await. 
Who the author of hit fate. 

Pr^ In Hoder's hand the hero's doooit 
His brother sends him to^the tomb. 
Now my weary lips I close : 
Leave me, leave me to repose. 

O, Prophetess, my epell obey, 
Onee again arise, and say. 



Mi inSSCBNT OF ODIH. 

Wlio th' aTeogOT-of hb gvilt. 

By whom thaU Hoder't Uood bt i|illi 

Pt, In the caverns of the weet. 
By Odin'e fierce embrace comprett, 
A. wond'roue Boy shall Rinda bear* 
Who ne'er shall comb his raTen-hMr^ 
Nor wash his visage in the stream* 
Nor see the sun's departing beam % 
Till he on Hoder's corse shall smik 
Flaming on the fon'ral pile. 
Now my weaiy lips I dose : 
Leave me, leave me u> rqioee. 

O. Yet awhile my call obey* 
Prophetess, swake, and say. 
What Tirgins these, in speechless woe. 
That bend to earth their solemn brow. 
That their flaxen tresses tear. 
And snowy veils, that 6oat in air. 
Tell me whence di<ir sorrows roM t 
Then I leave thM to repose. 

) Pt» Ha! no traveller art thou, 
f King of Men, I know thee now* 
Mightiest of a mighty line 

0, No boding msid of skill divine 
Art thou, nor prophetess of good ; 
But mother of the gianl-brood ! 

Pr, Hie thee hence, and boast at hoiM^ 

That never shall inquirer come 

To break my iron-sleep sgain ; 

Till «JLiok has burst his tenfold cham. 

• UkiBibm «fU BeiBf , wh« cootfiroM in chalM ttti IbftmUlgki 
^tk9 €Mt approacbcft, wh«tn he ttotl bmk lilt bnndt; the heeMui 
nee. the tUn, ud mo •hsU ^iMppear ; the ceHk <«liik •in the teu. 
Slid lie ceMonc the •kiee: erea Odin hloMcir sod his Jdiidnd-dslilM 
ihaBpwlrik For a farther wqp is B a tl os ef thk ■tAoIc^, ■— * to» 



TRIUMPHS OF OWEN. 108 

Ifever, till •ubttantial Night 
Hat reaMumed her ancient right; 
Tin wrapp'd in flames, in ruin hfHl%« 
Sinks the fabric of the world. 



X. THE TRIUMPHS OF OWEK> 

Fnm the WeUh. 
Owen's praise demands my songt 
Owen swift, and Owen strong ; 
Fairest flower of Roderic's stem* 
fOwyaeth's shield, and Britain's gtau 
He nor heaps his brooded stores. 
Nor on all profusely pours; 
Lord of every regal art. 
Liberal hand, and open heart. 

Big with hosts of mighty name. 
Squadrons three against him cattM ; 
This tke force of Birin hiding. 
Side by side as proudly riding. 
On her shadow long and gay 
iLochhn ploughs the wat'ry way; 
There the Norman sails afar 
Catch the winds, and join the war : 
Black and huge along they sweep^ 
Burthens of the ang»y deep. 
Dauntless on his native sands 
^ $The Dragon-Son of Mona stands; — » 

Iradiietfon k PHMoire de Danaemarr, par Mnn». MallcCt' tTSI. 
anarto; or raihcr a tmosiarion of fr, publifthed In 1770* aiid tvtUM. 
'^Nurtbem A»tiquiiirs/iD wiiteli tome uiOalies ia itie •ri^iAl urn 
iadlcioiMly corrtK-ted. 
• PioiD Mr. EvAtM't Sp4«itni>iMi of the Wehh Poetfy ; LnadSft, 17S4. 

Jnartn. Owen tuccemied bis father Oriflio io tite DrtniipalitT or 
lonh Wales, A. b. usio. This bauie «m fbufhc nelir fotSTytMn 
Sfterward. ^^ 

^ f North \W*«. 1 DcDnaTlb 

% thtrtA draRoB is the deries sf CadwattMhr, wUA sV «ft '4I^ 
■sendinis bote oatbUr baaotfs. 



DEATH OF HOEL. 

\J 

I In glitt'ring anni aod glory dicfl» 
IStgh he rears bis ruby cretL 
There the tbond'ring strokes begfa^ 
There the press, and there the din; 
Talymalfra's rocky shore 
Bchoing to the battle's roar. 
Check'd by the torrent-tide of Uood 
Backward Meinai rolls his flood | 
While, heap'd his master's feet mnmmk. 
Prostrate warriors gnaw the groond. 
While his glowing eye-balls tnm, 
Thoosand banners roond him bora. 
Where he points his purple tpear^ 
Hasty, hasty Rout is there. 
Marking with indignant eye 
Fear to stop, and shame to fly, 

iThere Confusion, Terror'e cUld* 

/Conflict fierce, and Ruin wild» 

/ Agony, that pants for breath, 
J Deepair and honourable Death. 



XI. THE DEATH OF HOBb 

Frmmthe WML* 

Had I but the torrent's might. 

With headloDg rage and wild affitight 

Upon Deira's squadrons hurl'd. 

To rush, and sweep them from the woddl 

Too, too secure in youthfol pride. 
By them my friend, my Hoel, died, 
. Great Cian's son: of Madoc old 
He ask'd no heaps of hoarded gold ; 

e Of AacsrtB. ttytod the MoMKh of th« Itarlf. He it-. 
' t the Ums of TallcMiB, A. D. MS. TUa Ods fi esinelaA 
' .(S«ellr.ETUM'k8|MciMi^,p.7l.sadfa.> 



SONNET. 

Alone in Nature's wealth array'd* 
Ha ask'd, and had the lovely Maid. 
To Cattraeth's vale in glitt'ring row 
Twice two hundred warriora go ; 
Every warrior's manly neck 
Chains of regal honour deck, 
Wreath'd in many a golden link : 
From the golden cup they drink 
f Nectar, that the bees produce* 
Or the grape's ecsutic juice. 
Flttsh'd with mirth and hope they bam ; 
But none from Cattraeth's vale return. 
Save Aeron brave, and Conan strong, 
(Bursting through the bloody throng) 
And I» the meanest of tkem all. 
That live to weep, and sing their fall. 



1« 



SONNET* 
ON THE DEATH OF MR. RICHARD WEST, 

III vain to ma the smiling Mornings shine,>P<^ 

And redd'ning Fhcebus lifts his golden fire : h 
The birds in vain their amorous descant join, A 

Or cheerful fields resume their green attira : l 
These ears, alas ! for other notes repine, q^ 

A di£ferent object do these eyes require ; t) 
My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine, ct 

And in my breast the imperfect joyt expire, i? 
Yet Morning smiles the busy race to cheer, [^ 

And new'bom pleasure brings to happier mtmi^ 
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear; C 

To warm their little loves the birds complain t ( 
I fruitless mourn to him that cannot hear, r 

And weep the more, because I weep in vam. ^ 
• 8m Mflsnin, Sect. t. i 

F2 * 
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EPITAPH I. 
OK MRS. CLARXB.* 

Iiol when the silent Marble weept» 

A friend, a wife, a mother sleeps : 

A hearty within whose ■acred cell 

The peaceful Yirtues loved to dwelt 

Alfection warm, and faith sincere. 

And soft hamanity were there. 

In agony, in death x^ign'd. 

She felt the woand she left belund. 

Her infant image, here below. 

Sits smiling on a father's woe : 

Whom what awaits, while yet he strayt 

Along the lonely vdie of days? 

A pang, to secret sorrow dear ; 

A sigh ; an unavailing tear ; 

Till Time shall ev'ry grief remove. 

With Life, with Memory, and with L«f«. 



EPITAPH ll.t 
ON SIR WILLIAM WILLIAMS. 

HbKB, forsBMSt in the dangerous paths of fame* 
Yonng Williams fought for England's fair renown j 

His mind each muse, each grace adom'd his fraoie^ 
Nor Snvy dared to view him with a frown. 

• This ladY, the wife of Dr. Clarke* phMldaa at ft|»M«, 4M 



• Thto IMIY, the wife oT Dr. Ciarke» piiMtciaa at KpMm, «Ma 
Apri! sr, llni aod is tericd la the chorcfa of D5cbf>iiliaB. Ke«t. 
> Thi* rpiuph wa« written at the rmwM of Mr. Fredertrk Mo». 

who lotcnded to hsv« liiecribed U on a aOBMBCDt at ••IM«b 

iten or which tht> accoinpUefted f oath wae JUIM, Mil I hai 
>m miieAt atteiuttuc the «roedaB oTIt, lh*d«%a waa mi 
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at the ti — 



ELEGT. 10? 

At Aix hn yoIoDtary tword he drew. 
There first in blood hit infant honoar etal'd } 

From fortune, pleasure, 8cien<;e, lo^e he flew. 
And scom'd repose when Britain took the flcM. 

With eyes of flame, and cool undaunted breast, 
Victor he stood on Bellisle's rocky steeps— <* 

Ah ! I^allant youth! this marble tells the rest. 
Where melancholy Friendship bends, aod i 



ELEGY 
WRITTEN IK A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 

The Curfew tolls the knell of parting day, . 

The lowing herds wind slowly o'er the lea* 
The ploughman homeward plods his weary way. 

And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Vow fades the glimmering landscape on the sight. 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds. 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight. 
And drowsy tiuklings lull the distant folds : 

Save that from yonder ivy-niantled tower 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 

Of such as, wand'ring near her secret bower. 
Molest her ancient solitary reign. 

Beneath those nigged etms, that yew-tree's shade. 

Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap^ , 
Each in his narrow' cell for ever laid. 

The rude Forefathers of the Hamlet sleep. 
The breezy call of incense-breathing Morn, 

The swallow twitt'ring from the strawhailt died. 
The cock's shrill clarion, or the echoing hoHi, 

No move shall rouse them from their lowly bed 
.1 



m BLBGT WRITTXN Of 

F«r dMm BO mora tko Uuing hMith t!h9Xi Imni^ 
Or b«ty hoMewife ply her eveninf c«ra : 

No childraa van to lisp their nre't return^ 
Or cUnik hit knees the envied kiss to shan. 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield. 
Their farrow oft the stabbom glebe has broke ; 

How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 
How boVd the woods beneath their stord j stroke I 

Let not Ambition meek their vseful toil. 
Their homely joys, and destiny obecnre ; 

Nor Grandear hear with a disdainfal smile 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 

▲wait alike th' inevitable hour :— 
The paths of glory lead bat to the grave. 

Kor you, ye Proad, impute to These the fault. 
If Memory o'er their tomb no trophies raise. 

Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vank 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 

Can storied am or animated bust 
Back to iu mansion call the fleeting breath t 

Can Honour's voice provoke the silent dust. 
Or Flatt'ry soothe the dull cold ear of Death? 

Periiaps in this neglected spot is laid 
Some heart once pregnane with celestial fire; 

Hands, that the rod of empire might have sway'd^ 
Or waked to ecstacy the living lyre. 

But knowledge to their eyes her ample page 

Rich with the spoils of time did ne*er 
Chill Penury repress'd their noble rage. 

And froae the genial current of the so«l 



A. COUNTRy CHCRCH-YARD. 

\ 'aL "**''^ * **"• ^ pot««t r»y serene* 

\ The^ark onfatkom'd cavei of oeean bears 

Wall nfiuiy a flower ia bora to blueb unweii, 

1 ^t ^^^ ^'^ eweeuieM on tbe desert air. 

Some rillage-Hampden, that with dan«^leiv 

The litde Tyrant of his fields withstood ; 
Some mate inglorious Milton here may fesi> 
Some Cromwell guiltless of his country's Uood. 

Th' applause of list'ning senates to command^ 
The threats of pain and ruin to despise. 

To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land. 
And read their history in a nation's eyes. 

Their lot forbade : nor circumscribed alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined ; 

Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne. 
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind. 

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide. 
To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame,' 

Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride 
With incense kindled at the Muse's flame. 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife | 
Their sober wishes never learn'd to stray ; J 

Along the cool »equester*d vale of life -i ^ 

They kept the noiselesa tenor of their way. J 

Yet ev'n these bones from nisult to protect 
Some frail memorial still erected nigh. 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck'd. 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 

Their name, their years, spelt by th' unlettered muse. 

The place of fame and elegy supply : 
And many a holy text around she strews. 

That teach the rustic moralist to die. 



AW BLBOY WRXTTHV tV 

For who, to dnmb FofgetliiliMM » pi«y# 
This pleaiing anxious beinf e'er ren^'dp ^ 

Left Uio wanii preciocU of ibe chMifol 4mf, 
Nor out OHO longing, lingering look behind ? 

On iome §ouA breert Che porting eonl reliee. 
Some pious 4n>pe the doting eye requirei ; 

lRv*a from the comb che voice of Netnre criee» 
Bv'n in oar asbee live their wonted ftret. 

For chee, wbo mindful of th' nnhononr'd Dctti, 
Doet in these lines their artless tale relate ; 

If chance* by lonely Contemplation led. 
Some kindred Spirit shall inquire thy fate* 

Haply some hoary-headed Swain may say, 
' Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawm 

Broshing with hasty steps the dews away* 
To meet the snn upon the npland lawn. 

'There at the foot of yonder nodding beech 
That wreathes its old fantattic roots so high. 

His listless length at noontide would he stretch* 
▲nd pore upon the brook tba; babbles by. 

'Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn, 
M utt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove; 

Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forioin. 
Or crazed with care, or cross'd in hopeless Iot«. 

' One mom I miss'd him on the 'customed hill. 
Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree ; 

Another came; nor yet beside the rill. 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he ; 

'The neat, with dirges due in sad array 

Slow through the church- way path we saw him bonm. 
Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay 

Graved on the stone benoath yon aged thorn. 



A COUNTRY CHURCH. YARD. Ill 

THB 6PITAPH. 
HBtEVaflt his head npon the lap of Earth, 

A Yoath, to Fortune and to Fame unknown ; 
Fair fikienee frown'd not on hie hnmble birth. 

And Melancholy mark'd him for her own. 
Large was hie bounty, and hie eonl sincere, 

HeaT*!! did a recompenee as largely send : 
He gare to Blis'ry all he had, a tear. 

He gain'd from Hear'n ('twas all he wish'd) aMead. 
No farther seek his merits to disclose. 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode 
(There they alike in trembling hope repose). 

The bosom of his Father and his God. 



VERSES 

ON 

THB MARRTAGR OF HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 
THE PRINCE OF WALES 

Ion At A nostrdm mentes, et inertia corda. 
Bam caras regnm, et sortem miseramur iniquam. 
Quae solio ai&xit, vetuitque calescere flamma 
Dulci, qn«e dono divnm, gratissima serpit 
Viscera per, moUesque animislene implicat KStos; 
Nee teneros sensas. Veneris nee pnemia ndmnt, 
Eloquiumve oculi, ant facnnda silentia Iinga» : 

Scilicit ignorant lacrymas, savosqne dolores, . 
Dura rudtmenia,et violentiae exordia flammv ; 
Scilicit ignorant, qna> flumiue tinxit amaro 
Tela Venwi, eveiqne armamentaria Divi, 
Iraaqne, insidiaeqae, et tacitum sab pectore Tolnvi ; 
NamqM avb ingressn, pnmoqae in limine Aaoito 



m TBRSBS. 

Laehn 0I vltrieet pocnew cnbilia Cvra ; 
l0tu balMiit dttlcM Ritas, et Gmtue wdem^ 
Bt fOMM icrapina torit, roteo ore Tolaptaa t 
RcgibiM hoc facalM wiiuu ; commHnia ■p gn wl 
OttU, jmmqae ezptn ditrit cnttodibos itUt 
Panditar MceMat, pemstraliaque intima TempIL 

Taqne Oh t Aogliacit, Princept, tp«t optima ftg^M% 
Ke tantum, no fingo metam ; quid imagino capiat 
B«rot, At 11001601 pietora pascis inani t 
Umbram mirarit : noe longom tompoo^ot ipia 
Ibit in amplozat, thalamotqno omabtt orantot. 
Ille tamen tabulii inhiano longnm haarit amorem, 
Aflato fruitor fcacito, aascaltatquo taoentem 
Immemor artificit calami, rioumquo, ruboremqao 
Atpicit in fucit, pictaqno in yirg init Ore : 
Tania YenaA potuit ; tantoi tonet oiror amantoo. 

NatcoTO, magna Diet, qua teso Aiigosta Biitanno 
Committat Pelogo, patriamqae relinquat amoenam i 
Cojut in adventum jam nanc tria regna tocundot 
AttolH in plautDt, dulcique accenta furore 
Incipiunt agitare modot, et cannina dicont : 
Ipte animo tedenim juvenit comitatur eontem 
Explorat ventot, atqae auribut aera captat, 
Atque aurai, atqoe aatra vocat cradelia.; poctns 
Intentnm exullat, surgitqne arrecta cupido i 
Incuaat spes aegra fretam, solitoque videtnr 
Iiatior effondi pontnt, fractntqne morantes. 

Nascerc, Lux major, qaa teso Aognata Britanno 
Committat jnveni totam, propriamque dicabit; 
At citiaa (precor) Oh ! cedat melioribut attrit : 
Noz finem pomps, finemqne imponero enrit 
Pottit, et in thalamos fartim deducere naptam; 
Snfiieiat requiemqoe virif , et amantibnt iMnbfaai 



fiONG. lis 

Adait Hymea^ et •obrident cam matre Copido 
Aceeduatf steraantqiie toroa> ignemque mmittvent i 
llicet h&od picta incaadescit imagiiue forme 
Ulteriua javenis, verumqae agnoscit aniorem. 

Scalptile sicut ebar, faciemque araisse Tetmstam j 

Pygmaliona canant ; ante hane suspiria dacit» 

Alloqaitarque amena* fiammamqaa e^t Yulnera namt; 

Implorata Yeaiu joasit cam vivera signnm, 

Fcemincam inspirans animam ; quae gaudia snignnty 

Attdiit ut prima naicentia marmara linguae, 

Luctari in vitam, et paulatim vol vera ocelloa 

Sedolna, aapexitque nova splendcacere flammft; 

Corripit amplexQ vivam, jamqae oaeula jungit 

Acria oonfeatim, redpitqua rapitque ; prioria 

r ardoria^ Nynphaeque oblitus ebnnue. 

Tho. Gray, Pat Coll. 



SONG.* 

TtoTRSis, when he left me, swore 
In the Spring he would return. 

Ah ! what means the op'ning flower f 
And the bud that decks the thomf 

Twaa the nightingale that sung ! 

Twas the lark that upward sprang ! 

Idle notes ! untimely green ! 

Why such unavailii^ haste t 
Gentle gales and sky serene 

Prove not always Winter past 
Cease, my douba, my fears to miwn- ■ 
) the honour of my love. 

• At llM raqnert of Wm Speed. 



IM 



IMPROMPTU 



•With Beauty .with Pleasure ro i ro u n d edl, toV 
To weep without knowing the canse of my nngvith ; 
To surtfrom ahott tlttmhert, and with for themondaf— 
To close my doll eyes when I aee it letoning ; 
Sight sadden and frequent, looks ever dejected — 
Words that steal from my tongue* by no meaning 

connected ! 
Ah, say, fellow-swains, how these symptoms befel maf 
They smile, but reply not — Sure Delia ean tell ne I 



TOPHET: 

An Epigram, 

[Mn BMQffli,t of Aimbridm Unlvenity, wu rcMiftaM* for Ift 
ccc«iitric(tic« aad jmrmaM appearance. A Mr. Tyaon of Bcm*I 
Collrge, aiMlean ett:lila«oritiiibcwl, and preaeated It to Mr.Vny, 
wiM wrote nndor It the foUowinf Ub«ii.J . 

Th08 Tophet look'd ; so grinn'd the brawling fiend. 
Whilst frighted prelates bow'd, and call'd him friend. 
Our mother-chnrch, with half-averted sight, 
Blash*d as she blessM ber grisly proselyte ; 
Hosannas rung through Hell's tremendous bordeit. 
And Satan's self had thoughts of taking orders. 



IMPROMPTU, 

S^fgetted hg a View, m 1766, of the Seat aad Raim 

of a deoeoied NobUman, at Kingegata, Keni, 
Old» and abandon'd by each venal friend. 

Here H d form'd the pious resolution 

To smuggle a few years, and strive to mend 
A broken character and constitution. 

e Tkm liaea «UI be foaml in a aote in th« aacMd vetaBS ef 
WartoB't EdiiloB of Kope>t Woita. 
t OcBtleniaa'a UagaidiH, Vol. LVU p. SS. tSI. 



THE CANDIDATB. 110 

On this eongenwl spot be ixM hi* choke; 

Earl Goodwin trembled for bis neighb'ring Miid{ 
Here Manila screaniy end oormormnta r^oiee* 

^ad mariaert, thoogh shipwreck'd, dread to laad. 

Here reign the blostMng North and blighting XMt^ 
No tree is heard to whisper, bird to sing ; 

Yet Nature could not famish out the feast. 
Art he invokes new horrors still to bring. 

Here monld'ring fanes and battlements arise. 
Turrets and arches nodding to their fall ; 

Unpeopled monast'ries delude our eyes. 
And mimic desolation covers all. 



* Ah!' said the sighing peer, 'had B — te I 

Nor M— 's, R — *%, B — 's friendship vain. 

Far better scenes than these had blest our view^ 

And realised the beauties which we feign. 

* Pnrged by the sword, and purified by fire, 

Hien had we seen proud London's hated walla ; 
Owls would have hooted in St. Peter's choir. 
And fosct stunk and litter'd in St. Paolli.' 



THE CANDIDATE; 
OR, THE CAMBRIDGE COURTSHIP. 

IfHflma lAorf Hmepremow to tkg elw/Mfi 9fm 
High Steward, 

Wheh My Jemmy Twitdher had snmgg'dtip hh fact« 
With a lick of court white«wash, and pious grimace^; 
A wooing be went, where three sister* of old 
In haimlesa society guttle and scold. 



116 THE CANDIDATE. 

« Lord ! tistor/ tays Physic to Law, * I decluc. 
Such a fhoep-tnting look, each a pick-pocket air. 
Kot I for the Indies !— You know I'm no pmde,;— 
But his name is a shame, — and his eyes are so lewd I 
Then he shambles and straddles so oddly— I fear— 
Ko— at oar time of life *twoold be silly, my dear/ 

* I don't know,' says Law, * "but methinks for his look 
Tis jost like the picture in Rochester's book; 
Then his character, Phissy, — his morals — his lifo— 
When she died, I can't tell, but he once had a wife. 

They say he's no Christian, loves drinking and w g. 

And all the town rings of bis swearing and roaring ! 
Hit lying and filching, and Newgate-bird tricks ; — 
Not I— lor a coronet, chariot and six/ 

Divinity heard, between waking and dosing. 

Her sisters denying, and Jemmy proposing: 

From table she rose, and with bumper in hand. 

She stroked up her belly, and stroked down her band— > 

' What a pother is here about wenching and roaring ! 

Why, David loved catches, and Solomon w g : 

Did not Itrad filch from th' Egyptians of old 

Their jewels of silver and jewels of gold f 

The prophet of Bethel, we read, told a lie : 

Ho drinks— so did Noah ;— he swears— so do I: - 

To roject him for such peccadillos, wero odd ; 

Besides, he repents— for he talks about G**;— 

[ro Jemmy.] 
Never hang down your head, yon poor penitent alf | 
-I'll be Mrs. Twitcher myself 
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SKETCH 

OF HIS OWN CHARACT1SR.* 

/ Too poor for a bribe, and too proad to imp6itiino; 

' He had not the method of making a fortnne : 

I Coatd loYO and could hate, so was thought somewhat 

' odd; 

' No Verj great Wit, he believed in a God. 

A post Of a pension he did not desire, 
t But left church and state to Charles Townshead tad, 
Squire.t 
e WilKca !• 17S1, sod Ibend in ont ofhb parlirt tstlifc 
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UPON HIS ODBS. 
Hty JDand Oarriek, &f . 
BirtaB not, Ormy, that our weak daidMl 9ym 

Thy daring heigbta and brightneas shiuif 
How lew can trace the eagle to the sUei» 

Or> like bim» gaae upon the evn ! 
■ach gentle reader lovee the gnrtle Bf OM^ 

That little dares and little meant ; 
Who humbly sip* her learning from Bevievi^ 

Or flutter* in the Magannes. 
No longer now from Leaming'g aacred atoM 

Oar minds their health and vigoar draw ; 
Homer and Pindar are revered no mon. 

No more the Stagyrite is law. 
Thongh nnnedby these, in vain thy Muse i^peait 

To breathe her ardours in onr sools; 
In vain to sightless eyes and deaden'd ears 

The lightning gleams, the thnnder rolls : 
Tet droop not. Gray, nor qait thy heavenrbom axt^ 

Again thy wond'roos powers reveal ; 
Wake slamb'ring Tirtue in the Briton's heart. 

And rouse us to reflect and feel ! 
With ancient ieeds our long-chill'd bosoms flit, , 

Those deeds that mark Eliza's reign t 
Make Britons Greeks again, then strike the lyi% 

And Pindar shall not sing in ▼aio. 
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OH THB BACKWARDNESS OF SPBIKa. 
B^ihtlaUMt, Rkhard Wmi. 

Oear Gray, that always in my heart 
PotseMest far thie better part. 
What mean these sadden blasU that nit 
And drive the Zephyrs from the skies t 
join with mine thy tuneful lay^ 
And invocate the tardy May. 

Come, fairest Nymph, resume thy nigal 
Bring all the Graces in thy train! 
With balmy breath and flowery tread^ 
Rise from thy soft ambrosial bed ; 
Where, in Elysian shunber boand» 
Embow'ring myrtles veil thee round. 

Awake, in all thy glories drest. 
Recall the Zephyrs from the west ; 
Restore the sun, revive the skiea» 
At mine, and Nature's call, arise 1 
Great Nature's self upbraids thy ttey. 
And misses her accostom'd May. 

flee ! all her woriLS demand thy aid; 
The labours of Pomona fade : 
A plaint is heard from ev'ry tree ; 
Bach budding flow'ret calls for thee; 
The birds forget to love and sing ; 
With storms alone the forests ringt 

Come, then, with Pleasure at thy lidt^ 
Diffuse thy vernal spirit wide ; 
Create* where'er thou tnm'st thine eje^ 
Peace, Plenty, Love, and HanBOtt]^ t 
Wl ev'ry being share it* part, 
And Heaven and Earth be glad at heart. 
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Bnouoh of fabliof, and th' vnkallow'd ] 

Of Dian' and of Delia, namer profane, 

Siace not Diana nor all Delia's train 

▲m sobjecU that befit a lerioaa §ong ; 

For who the bards among 

May bat compare with thee, lamented Qimy ! 

Whose pensive, solemn lay. 

Draw all the list'ning shepherds in a rinf. 

Well pleased to hear thee sing 

Thy moving notes, on sunny hill or plain. 

And catch new grace from thy immortal stmia. 

wood-hong Menai, and ye sacred groves 

Of Delphi, we still venerate your names. 

Whose awfol shades inspired the Draids' dream. 

Your leeess, though imagined. Fancy loves. 

And through these long4ost scenes delighted lOVM i 

So future bards perhaps shall sing of Thames, 

And as they sing shall say, 

'Twas there of old where mused illustrious Gray I 

By Isis' banks his tuneful lays would suit. 

To Pindar's lofty lyre, or Sappho's Lesbian lute. 

Oft would he sing, when the still Eve came on» 

Till sable Night resumed her ebon throne. 

And Uught us, in his melancholic mood. 

To scorn the great, and love the wise and good ; 

Told us, 'twas virtue never dies. 

And to what ills frail mankind open lies ; 

How safe through life's tempestuous sea to steer. 

When dang'rous rocks, and 8he)ves mod whizlpooli^«ft 
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jlnd when fair Mom arose again to view^ 
A fairer landscape scill he drew^ 
That blooms like Edeo in his charming layi* 
The hills and dales, and HeavVs oeralean bl«% 
BrightienM o'er all by Sol!s resplende&t ttLju 

llie musky gale, in rosy vale. 

And gilded clouds on azure hills. 

The fragrant bow'rs, and painted flow^rt^ 

And tinklings of the silver rills ; 

The very insects, that in sunbeams play» 

Tom useful monitors in his grave moral lay. 

But ah ! sad Melancholy intervenes. 

And draws a cloud o'er all these shining ifiaai 

Tis her, alas ! we often find 

The troubler of each great unbounded rnind^ 

And, leagued with her associate Fear 

Will tremble lest the turning sphere^ 

And sinking earth, and reeling plaaett raA 

In dire disorder with the falling sun. 

But now, great Bard, thy life of pain is o'er ; 

Tis we must weep, though thou shalt griev* no 

Through other scenes thou now dost rove. 

And clothed with gladnesf walk'st the cmatM ab9V» 

And listen'st to the heavenly choir. 

Hymning their Ood, while seraphs strike the lyts. 

Safe with thsm in those radiant climes of bUit« 

Thoa now e^joy'st etomal happioMa. 
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OK THB DEATH OF MR. GRAY. 

What ipltit's tht wKicb moanta on Ugh, 
Bone on the wmt of every taneful M ose t 
Hit white robea flutter to the gale: 
They wing theifr way lo yon<l*r opening »ky, 
In-gloriont sUte through yielding doods they mM^ 
And Menu of heftvenly flowers on enrth difioM* 

What avAiU the poet's art? 

What avails bis magic hand ? 
Can ha ancst I>eath's pointed dart. 

Or eharm to sleep his mitrdeTovs hand t 
Well I kttaw lfaee» gentle shade ! 

That tunefot raiee, that eagle eye — 
Quick hring me flowers that ne'er shall iada» 

The laoasl wreath that ne'er shall die ; 
With every honoor deck his funeral bier. 
For he to every Graee and every Mose was daar' 

Tba ttsming Dryad* with atteaOan still, , 
On tiptoe oft weoM near the poet steal, 

T» heatf him ssng npoa the lonely hlU 
Of all the wonders af th' eapandad vale^ 

The difttant hamlet, and the winding stream. 
The steeple shaded by the friendly yew. 

Sank in the wood iho sun's departing gleam. 
The grey-robed landscape stealing from the view. 

•Or wrapt in solemn thought, and pleasing woe. 
O'er each low tomb he breathed his pioos strain, 
A lesson to the village swain. 

And tooght the tear of rnstic grief to flow !— 

r to Mr. Orsyt BsfT wriltea la s OoMtry ObHtkfSS^ 
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•But toon witb bolder note, md wilder flighty 
O'er the loud strings his rapid hand would rak : 
Mars hath lit his torch v^ war» 

RanlM of heroes fill the sight I " 
Umtk 1 the carnage is begun I 

And see the furies through the fiery air (bear » 

O'er Cambria's frighten'd land the screamf nf honor 

tNow, led by playful Fancy's hand. 
O'er th6 white surge he treads with printless feet^ 

To magic shores he flies, and fairy Iand> 
Imagination's blest retreat. 

Here roses paint the crimson way. 

No setung sun, eternal May. 
Wild as the priestess of the Thradan fane. 
When Bacchus leads the madd'ning train^ 
His bosom glowing with celestial fire. 
To harmony he struck the golden lyre ; 

To harmony each hill and valley rung! 

The bird of Jove, as when ApoUo^tung, 

To melting bliss resign'd his furious soul. 

With milder rage his eyes began to roll. 

The heaving down his thrilling Joys eonfeit. 
Till bgr a mortal's band sobducd he sank to iMt* 
to, guardian angel of our early day, 

Henry, thy darling plant must bloom no more 1 
By thee attended, pensive would he stray, [shore. 

Where Thames, soft-mnrmuring, laves his winding 
Thoo iMKl'st him raise the moralising song. 

Through life's new seas the little bark to stetr ; 
The winds are rude and high, the sailor young; 

Thoughtless, he spies no furious tempest near> 
Till to the pOM'b hand the helm you gave, 
Vkom hM4«n recks an infiuit crew to save ! 

• The Bard, a Ptndaiie Ode. 
t The ProgreM of Poetry, a Pladarlc Ode. 
I <Ms on a dtotant Proepect of Eton CollcfS. 
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IN MEMORY OF MR. GRAY. 



*Y« fiends who rankle in the hiimen hemrt* 
JMight in woe, end triumph in onr teeit, 
Reenmc egam 
Your drcedfal leign : 
Piepnfe^he iron acooife, piepexe the Teaom'd dait» 
Advereity no more with lenient air eppemit ; 
The tnake* that twine about her head 
Again their frothy poison shed ; 
For who can now her whirlwind flight eoatvslp 

Her threatening rage beguile ? 
He who could still the tempest of her sool^ 
And force her livid lijps to smile^ 

To happier seau is fled ! 
Now seated by his Thracian sire* 
At the full feast of mighty Jove 
To heavenly themes attunes his lyre. 

And liUs with harmony the realms nbov«t 



LIKES 
TO THE MEMORY OF MR. GRAY. 

Is|rscte4 tf99 tbe tUi4 teok of 

MAtON't <R1«0LUH GARDEN/ 

Closed is that curinus ear by death's cold htmd. 
That miu-k'd each error of my careless strain 
With kind severity ; to whom my muse 
Still loved to whisper, what she meant to sing 
In louder accept ^ to whose taste supreme 
She first and last appeal'd» nor wish'd for pmiM* 
Save when his smUe was herald to her fame. 

e Hjm» 10 Adfsrattf . 
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Tes, thou art gone ; yet friendship's falt'ring 
Invokes thee still ; and still, by fancy soothed. 
Fain would she hope her Gray attends the call. 
Why then, alas ' in this my fav'rite haant» 
Place I the nm, the bast, the sculptnied lyre, 
.Or fix this votive tablet, fair inscribed 
With numbers worthy thee, for they are thine t 
Why, if then hear'st me still, these symbols sad 
Of fond memorial 7 Ah ! my pensive soal \ 
He hears me not, nor ever more shall hear 
The theme his candour, not his taste, appiortd* 

Oft, ' smiling as in scorn,' oft would he cry, 
* Why waste thy numbers on a trivial art. 
That ill can mimic ev'n the humblest charms 
Of all-majestic Nature ?' At the word 
His eye would glisten, and his accents glow 
With all the Poet's frenzy, • Sovereign queen! 
Behold, and tremble, while thou view'st her state 
Throned on the heights of Skiddaw : call thy art 
To build her such a throne ; that art will feel 
Ho*r vain her best pretensions. Trace her march 
Amid the purple crags of Borrowdale; 
And try like those to pile thy range of rock 
In rude tumultuous chaos. See ! she mounts 
Her Naiad car, and, down Lodore's dread cliff 
Falls many a fathom, like the headlong bard 
My fabling fancy plunged in Conway's flood ; 
Yet not like him to sink in endless night: 
For, on its boiling bosom, still she guides 
Her buoyant shell, and leads the wave along; 
Or spreads it broad, a river, or a lake. 
As suits her pleasure y will thy boldest song 
B'er brace the sinews of enervate art 
To such dread daring t will it ev'n direct 
Her hand to emulate those softer charms 




TWt 4«d tb* banks of Dore, or call to bntk 
Hie ham waiitic cngp» uid coptet gnea, 
Tbat udokag frmcs her circait, wbeme the liUi^ 
Bright in their crjstel parity, deeeend 
To BMet th«ir epnTUing qneenT erennd eaA fonat 
Ihe hawthomt crowd, end knit their hloeeom'd 
TokeeptlMireonmeMCfed. Here, ercn hem. 
Thy ait, oaah afctive einew atretch'd in vain, 
Wonld perish in iu pride. Far rather then 
CdttfesB her scanty pover, eorrrct, centrel. 
Tell her hov far, nor farther, she may go I 
And rein with reason's curb fantastic taste/ 
Yrs, I will hear thee, dear lamented shade^ 
And hold each dictate sacred. What remaiiis 
Uasnng shall so each leading mle select 
As if still guided by thy jodgment sage ; 
While, as still modell'd to thy carious ear^ 
Flow my melodious numbers ; so shall praite. 
If angbt of praise the verse I weave may claim, 
Fram just posterity reward my soog. 



FRAGMENT 
QV T0B DEATH OF MR. GRAY. 



Fair are the gardens of the Aonian i 

And sweet those blooming flow'ra 

Which paint the Maiden's bow'rs; 

And dear the waters of the gurgling fount I 

> Swift they wind through chequer'd allies ; 

Huddling down to th' open valleys ; 
Where the quick ripple in the ■nnbcanis play«« 
Tonung to endlcw form* each glancn of twinMilV 
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Ote A« f«y MeBe th' enamour'd inmates mmbi 

And f atlier frosh ideas aa tbey riae 

Vtom Nakore'a manifold suf^Uea. 
Alaa i for whom ! 
Many a gleam of sprightly tboiighi« 

Many a aad and aable mood. 
Whether from daaaltng lustre brooghtt 

Or nursed by shades of darkaome wood* 
Keep deathlike silence on their native aket% 
Since he that gave them speech, is heard ■• OMM* 

Flown is the spirit of Gray» 
Like common breath to mingle with the w i 
Yet still thoM Go4deases' peculiar care. 

That breathe harmonious lay. 
Retired to yonder grassy mound 
In leaves of dusky hue encompassed iovnd« 

They bid their plaintive accents fill 

The covert hollows of the bosom'd htU i 

With liquid voice and magic hand 

Calliope informs the band : 
Hush'd are the warblers of the grove^ atlMitlf^ I»t1ie 
sound. 

' Soft and slow 
Let dte melting measoret flow, 
^ Nor lighter air disturb majestic wo9» 
And thou, sage Priestess* of our holy 8fd^ 
Who saw'st the Poet's flame expire. 
Thy precious drops profusely shed 
0*er his well -deserving head. 

Thou nvrtttr'dst ouce a grateful throng^ ^ 

When Milton pour'd the sweets of ao^p 
On Zfddof wnk Um» 

«OMalc«tgs Oalrcnttr« vtare aKw««lr 
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'Now wake the faithful lyre mote DaloMtraignss 

Yoor echoes waft no more the friendly tbeoie : 

Clogg'd with thick vapours from the neighb'ring p)«liM|» 
Where old Cam hardly moves his sluggard stream. 
But when some pnblie cause 

Claims festive song or more melodious tear^ 

Piscordant murmurs grate mine ear. 
Ne'er modell'd by Pierian laws. 

Then idly glares full many a motley toy. 

Anacreontic grief, and creeping strains of joj* 

' Far other modes were thine. 
Victim of hasty fate. 
Whom now the powers of melody deplon; 
Whether in lofty state* 
Thou bad'st thy train divine 
Of raptures on Pindaric pinions soar : 
Or hoping from thyself to fly 

To <shildhood*9 carelett 8cenes,t 
Thou sent'st a warm refreshing eye 
On Nature*s faded greens: 
' Or when thy calm and steadfast mind 

With philosophic reach profound 
Stif'pleaamg vanities resign'd* 

Fond of the look, thai htfet tlu gromni }% 
Discem'd by Reason's equal light. 
How gaudy Fortune cheats the sight ; 
While the coarse maid, innured to pain, 
Sopporu the lab*ring heart, and Virtue's happiest reifk 

< But most the music of thy plantive moan$ 
With lengthen'd note deuins the list*niag ear« 

As lost in thought thou wander'st all alone 
Where spiritt hover round their mansions dmr. 

• Sm Gny's PitMlarle Odes. 

f Ode so a «Uatoui procpect of Eton Oollcm. 

t Hyaa to Advemiy. » UwrcHirav* Usif» 
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'By Contemplation's eje serenely view'd. 

Bach lowly object wears an awful mien : 
Tis our own blindness veils the latent good: 

The works of Nature need but to be seen. 
' Thoa saw'st her beaming from the hamlet«iiM 

Beneath thou rugged eimt, thai yew-iree^ethtdBi 
Where now, still faithful to their woniedjkm,* 

Thy own dear ashes toe for ever Uud/ 



STANZAS 

ON THE DEATH OF MR. GRAY. 

Bjf a Laiy, 

Where sleeps the Bard who graced Mmens' heaiM 

With fragrant trophies by the Muses wove ! 
Shall Gray's cold nm in vain demand the verse. 

Oh ! can his Mason fail in plaintive love t 
No ; with the Nine inwrapp'd in social woe. 

His lyre unstrung, sad vigil he must keep ; 
With them he mourns, with them his eyes o'eritov, 
< For such a Bard immortal Maids can weep. 
Their early pupil in the heav'nly lore 

Of sacred poesy and moral song. 
They taught the youth on eagle wing to soar. 
And bore him through aierial heights along. 
Fancy, obedient to the dread command. 

With brilliant Genius, marshall'd forth his way t 
They lured his steps to Cambria's once-famed hai^ 

And sleeping Druids felt his magic lay. 
But vain the magic lay, the warbling lyre. 

Imperious Death! from thy fell grasp to SMre} 
He knew, and told it with a Poet's fiie, 
, * The paths of glory lead but to tht graT*.' 

• Oi»r wai beried St Moke, tteMsae of the Bkfy, 
G % 
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ijid ihall Uie Bard» wImmc symiMitbiaiiig miail 

M oon'd o'er the simple rastic't tnrfy ceU, 
To ftiew bit tomb no gnocful moutner fiad^ 
* No TilUfS tvmia to xiof one putiag knoUl 

Tee, bMiwf^d ehado! the fnnged brotih m InMt, 

Qtmm wibee eellieg thy deak grere to m ew; 
With Bie— tile •ow'ie HI deck the h«llow*d t»mob, 
I it wmud with eeieft nixM with y«r. 



IVB TEARS OF GSNllWs 

AH ODK. 

B^ JIfr. TaUe, 

Or Cem'e feir bewke, where Leenuog'e helkv'A toe 

Majeetic rises on the utonish'd sight* 
Where oft ihe Muse hss led the faroorite swain. 

And wann'd his lool with Heaven's inspizing Ufht. 

Boteath the eoveirt of tbesyWan shade. 
Where deadly cypress, mix'd with nonmfol yav* 

Far o'er the rale a gloomy stillness spread* 
CeleMial Genias buist upon the view. 

The UooM of yoath, the n^feety of years* 
The aafken'd aapeet, innocent and bind* 

The sigh of sorrow, and the atreaming tearf» 
RfJistless aU« tbcii various pow'r oowbinad. 

In heo fair hand a silver harp she bore* 
Whose megic notes, aof t-waibling f rem the sirfiig* 

Give tranqnil joy the breast ne'ef know ba£si«» 
Of faiee the sanl on raptnie's airy wing. 

By grief impell'd. I heard her heave a sigb« 

While tbM tll» ii«i4atiatoinwi«iMlad Ihimii^ IIm iky ; 
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HMte^ je sister powers of annci 

Hasten from the shady pwr»« 
Where the river rolls along, 

Swtetljr to the voice of 1ot«. 

Where, indnlging mirthful pIsMnma 

Light you press the floVry grtei^ 
And from Flora's blooming treaturei 

CqU the wreaths (or Fancy's unm. 
Where your gently^flowing nanib«n« 

Floating on the fragrant breest^ 
Sink the sool in pleasing slowbam 

On the downy bed of fM«, 

For graver strains prepaie the plantlve ^fm. 
That wakes the softest feelings of the boiI| 
L«t lonely Grief the melting verse implri^ 
Let deepening Sorrow's solemn arrsiH roQ. 
Rack'd by the hand of rude P i iense 

Behold our fav'rite Poet lieel 
While every object form'd to pleaso 
Far from his couch ungratefol iUts. 

The blissful Muse, whose favowiog saiile 

So lately warm'd his peaeeful hstast. 
Diffusing heavenly joys the while. 
In Transport's radiant garments 4ns^ 
With darksome grandeur and enfeebled blase. 
Sinks in the shades of night, and shuns hia S^ger gaM* 

The gpMdy train, who wait on flfriag,* 

Tinged with the pomp of vernal piMe, 
The yonths who mount on PleasnseV mMk^^ 
And idly spoti on Thames's side^ 
With «m1 regard their various arts employ, 
Mor Nuse the drooping mind, nor give the pnnseof joy* 
• Ode OB SpilMr* 
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- Ha 1 what foms, with port taUiiiM^* 
Glide akmg in tollen mood, 
Seoniing all the threats of time. 
High ahove Mkfortane't flood. 

They aaise their harpt» they strilce the Ijia 

With rapid hand, with freedom's fire. 

Ohedient Nature hean the lofty sound. 

And Snowdon's airy difls the heavenly strains neooad* 

In pomp of state, behold tbey wait. 
With arms outstretch'd, and aspects kind. 

To snatch on high to yonder sky. 
The child of Fancy left behind : 
Forgot the woes of Cambria's fatal day, 
By'raplwe's blaie impeH'd, they swell the artless lav. 

But ah * in vain they strive to soothe. 
With gentle arts, the tort'ring hours; 

Adversity ,t with rankling tooth. 
Her baleful giftn profusely pours. 

Behold she comes, the fiend forlorn, 
Array'd in Horror's settled gloom ; 
She strews the briar and prickly thorn. 
And triumphs in th' infernal doom. 
With frantic fury and insatiate rage 
She gnaws the throbbing breast and blasts the glow 
ingpage. 

No more the soft JBolian flute } 

Breathes through the heart the melting strain ; 
The powers of Harmony are mutA 
And leave the once-delightful plain ; 
With heavy wing, I see them beat the air, 
Bamp'd by the leaden hand of comfortless Despair. 

e The Bsra, sa Od«. 
f Hyms to Ailver»ttr. 
I The Progrvw or l*o«y 
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Tet ttBj, O ! sUy, celestial pow'n. 

And with a hand of kind regard 
Dispel the boist'rous storm that lomt 
Destructive on the fav'rite bard ; 
O watch with me his last expiring hreath. 
And snatch him from the sums of dark, oblivioot deiftlk 

Hark ! the Fatal Sisters* join. 
And with Horror's mutt'ring soundly 

Weave the tissue of his lino» 
While the dreadful spell resounds. 

' Hail, ye midnight sisters, hail ! 

Drive the shuttle swift along ; 
Let your secret charms prevail 

O'er the valiant and the strong. 

'O'er the glory of the land. 
O'er the innocent and gay. 

O'er the Muse's tuneful band- 
Weave the fun'ral web of Cbay.' 

Tis done, 'tis done-^the iron hand of pain. 
With ruthless fury «nd corrosive force. 

Racks every joint, and seises every vein : 
He sinks« he groans, he falls a lifeless cone. 

Thus fades the flow'r nipp'd by. the frozen gale. 
Though once so sweet, so lovely to the eye : 

Thus the tall oaks, when boist'rous storms astnily 
Tom from the earth, a mighty ruin lie. 

Ye sacred sisters of the plaintive verse. 
Now let the stream of fond affection flow ; 

O pay your tribute o'er the s1ow*drawn heant^ 
l^th all the manly dignity of woe. 

• The Fsttl SMnrt, SA Oda. 
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Oft when the cwCbw tolls Its parting katU 
WiUi soIemD pMiM yon Cfanreh-yaid't gl«(NB muw9fp 

While Sorrow's sighs and tears of Pity tell 
How just the mood of the Poet's lay.* 

O'er his gieen gnve, ui CoBtcinplatktt's s«if% 

Oft let the pilgrim drop a silent tear: 
Oft let the shepherd's tender accents rise. 

Big with the sweets of each lerolring year ; 
Till prostrate Time adore his deathless aame« 
Fas'd OB the solid hose of i 
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MR. GRAY'S MONUMBKT, 

IM WSSTHINSTER ABBEY. 
Bjf Mr. JtfmoM. 

No more the Grecian Mase unriTaU'd reifilti 
To 9ritaln let the nations homage pay! 

She boasts a Homer's &re in Milton's stnJHi^ 
A Pindar's rapture in the lyre of Gray. 

• nurieai 
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LIFE OF BEATTIE. 



'Tre sabject of the present memoir was bom in 1735, 
at Lawrence Kirk in the county of Kincardine. Bis 
father seems to have been a person in many respects 
superior to his ranX in life. Though only the tenant of 
an inconsiderable farm, and consequently filling a sta- 
tion in society very little lavourable to the cultivation 
of a taste for literature, he is said to have possessed a 
fondness for books, and to have exhibited a decided 
talent for poetical composition. Young Beattie was not 
yet ten years old when his father died : but they who 
know how soon the first impulse is given to the mind ; 
how deeply every early impression is stamped upon the 
character; and how tenaciously the good and evil of the 
parent cling about thechUd, may, perhaps, be inclined 
to attribute somewhat of the celebrity of the man to the 
example and the instructions which were presented to 
the opening |«rrr.a .1' ika^r^ 

After the loss of this invaluable parent, our poet 
found a kind and fatherly pr'^tector in his elder brother ; 
who placed him at a school in his native place, and 
continued him there, under a tutor of the name of Milne, 
till, in 17^, he obtained a buf aiy a. tlv^ Marischal 
College, Aberdeen. This exhibition, which is said to 
have been the best in the university, did not produce 
him more than five pounds a-year. Beattie was not 
more distinguished for his diligent attention to the stn- 
dies of the place, than for the moral propriety of his 
conduct. In this period of his life he laid the foundap 
tion of that various and useful learning which be after* 
ward brought forward so effectively in the course of his 
literary life. The only science from which he was 
averse was the mathematics. In this he attained no 
extraordinary proficiency. He scrupulously performed 
all that was required of him by the regulations of the 
college ; but it was by an effort of doty, not an impulse 
of inclination. It presented him with all the labour and 
none of the sweeu of study ; and after the appointed 
task was completed, he returned with redoubled eager 
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■Mt to sobjecu which were more in nniwn with tlie 
ardour of his affections snd the liTeliness of his imsgi- 
nation. His exemplarv eondact, snd the decided msrks 
of ability that he displayed in the course of his college 
life» secured to him the favour of the Professors 
Biackwell and Oerard» under whose instruction henove 
immediately fell from bis situation in the uniTcraity. 
In 1750 he obtained the premium for the best Greek 
analysis of the fourth book oi the Odyssey, aad, after 
completing the appointed course of study, he was, in 
1753. graduated as Master of Arts, which m the Scotch 
nniversities is the first degree cimferred. 

Immediately on his leaving collese he was appointed 
master of the school of Perdoun, the parish adjoininf 
Lawrence-Kirk. While in this obscure and humbla 
situation, he published in the Scottish MagaziBC, a law 
pieces of poetry. 

.These productions, though marked by vcrv slight in- 
dications of the talent which ^heir author subsequently 
displayed, obtained him some local fame, and were this 
means of making him known as a meritorious and ia- 
cenious young roan to Mr. Garden, an eminent Scottish 
lawyer, and to the ojlebrated Lord Monboddo. By 
these his first patrdtas Beattie was introduced to tlm 
Cables of the gentry of his immediate neighbourhood* 
and was received with kindness and consideration in 
those higher classes of society, to which it is very na- 
usual for the parochial schoolmaster to obtain the 
honour of admittance. 

Beattie had not been master of the school of FordooA 
above four years, when he became candidau for tha 
mastership of the high school of Aberdeen ; but failed 
in his application. It is said that his successful compe- 
titor was hit superior in the minuti* of the Latin 
grammar. His reputation for scholarship did not, how- 
ever, appear to have been in any degree compromised 
by his defeat; and in the neat vacancy he was electad 
by the magistrates without any second esimin»VH»s 
having been required. 

This apppintment was rather desirable to Beattie, on 
account of its placing him in the midst of a literary lo- 
eiety, and affording him an easy access to books, than 
from tba prospect of iu pecuniary emolvmeata. He had 
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a0t bctn long n powe«sion of this titvatioa wJion lie 
eoHMBkted hU first voluacie of poems to the press. 
They wete admired by bis frieods and mucj^ praised by 
the Euglish Reviews ; but they did not satisfy the m»- 
tared taste and judgment of their anther. He, indeed, 
formed a correct estimslion of its merits. It was de- 
cidedly unworthy his abilities; and was not calculated 
te increase the repauiion, which he had, even in that 
early period of his life, acquired for talent and aceon- 
plishment. With the exception of foar short poems, 
which, after considerable correction, he was induced to 
admit among the number of his poetical woris, he was 
eoUoiloas to erase every trace of these early effusions 
from the public mind. He bought up every c(^y <^ the 
Tolnme which he had an opportunity of prQenrin|;; 
and seemed to consider the publication of it as so dis- 
creditable a stain on the fair and brilliant page of his 
literary life, that he is reported never to have informed 
his children of the existence of this his first, jnvenile, 
and renounced production. 

In the same year with the appearance of the ahove 
mentioned work, 1761, he was appointed, by the king's 
patent, professor of philosophy to the university. His 
department embraced both moral philosophy and logic, 
and it acquired a peculiar interest in the mind of 
Beattie, from ito conferring on him the Cksk of deliver- 
ing the last course of instruction which the pupils re- 
ceived in the nniversity, previous to their exchanging 
the tranqnil studies of their college for the active com- 
petitions of the woxid. This prefennent was sudden 
and unexpected ; and, at the age of twenty-five, he 
began to deliver to his pupils a oourse of lectnres on 
those vast, important, and comprehensive subjects, 
which oply the greatest minds are capable of entertain- 
ing in all their l^arings and relations, and which, of all 
others, require the greatest vigour, and animation, and 
liveliness of tt^ to render them striking and aitrac« 
tive. It is evident, however, that these topics had long 
been familiar with his thoughts, that he brought tofthe 
professor's chair a rich store of information, which 
might readily be wrought and moulded to the reqairsd 
ourpose : and such was the diligence of his application^ 
mat, in the period «{ a very fear yean, he not only 
• h 
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complflted raeh a coaiM of lectorM on monl pbiloio- 
phy and logic, at moat richly answered the splendid 
empecutions which hit friends and piurons had formed 
of hit abilitiet ; but prepared thoM invaluable workt 
b^ which the nam« of Beattie would rank anonc tho 
highett class of prote writert, though it had never been 
ditttngnithed on the litt of poctt. 

In 1785 he produced a poem entitled * The Judgment 
of Parit.' It IS found in the < Scottish M agasinci' and 
is* perhaps, at well worthy of revival at tome of hit 
minor pieoot. H it friend and biographer. Sir William 
Porbet* hat thoagbt fit not to include thit effort of hit 
muse in the collection of hit workt. The tubtequent 
year was marked by the publication of some lines * On 
the Proposal for erecting a Monument to Chnrchill, in 
Wettmintter Abbey/ They have neither beantv nor 
dignity to recommend them ; and are disgraced bv an 
unredeemed bittemett of feeling and exprettion, which 
it wat not generout to eaercito againtt the dead. 
Churchill wat a bad man. and a dishonour to the 
church of which he wat a minitter. If virtue had been 
ettential to tecnring him a memorial among the distinp 
gnithed characters whoae namet live on the venerable 
wallt of Westminster, his advocates would have found 
themselves destitute of any just pretence for his admia- 
tion ; but that distinctioji hat been conferred on talent^ 
without anv reference to moralt ; to the celebrity of 
geniut, and not to purity of life ; and the friendt of 
Churchill might without pretumptaon have conceived 
that he merited by the force and ene^ of his verses, 
an honour merely literary, which had been conferred 
on many who were at much hit inferiort in intellectual 

Kwer at they turpttted him in profanenets and de- 
uchery. That Beattie should have thought it right 
to rotitt the proposition, cannot be considered a matter 
of surprise. It is well to render the highest honouni 
that the living can bestow upon tlnlNead, as pure in 
their distribution as they are likely to be eagerly desired, 
to circumscribe their application, to confer tiiem only 
upon those who have exhibited the union of talent and 
virtue ; and thut, at it were, hy tanctifying the recom- 
penaea of ambition, to entnre the wite and talnUxy 
dinetion of tltoae cndowmenu of which the caitdidatee 
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far neh dittincdMu may be poMeMed. Bat tliere w«ra 
other wayi of ottering his remonstrancet, beiidee tha 
satirizing the mensoiy of one who had beeu scfllciently 
imnished for the iBtemperance of hia life* and the vira* 
lenee of his writings, in the poverty, the disease, tho 
failure of ability, and the ignominy that awaited his 
decline of day« ; and Beattte should not have outr^^ed 
the gentleness of his own character to libel the libeller; 
and to imitate one of the weightiest crimes of CfaurchilU 
under the pretence of visiting it with chastisement 
which was its due. These lines were also very wisely 
rejected by Sir WilHsm Forbes *, for why retain that 
which it is not creditable to have written, and not iiiP 
teresting to read T 

In 1^, the celebrated ' Essay on Truth/ was first 
presented to the public. It was written with a view to 
ascertain the ttandard of truth, and explain iu imma* 
tabtiity. It was his object to shew that his opinions, 
however contrary to the eenius of scepticism* and in- 
consistent with the principles and the practice of infidel 
writers, were agreeable with the genius of tme philoso- 
phy, and the principles and practice of those who are 
on all hands acknowledged to have been most i 



fill in the pursuit of truth. He concludes bv lsyil^r 
down the rules by which the fallacies of the infidel 
philosophy may be detected by every person of oo mm ow 
temm, though he may not possess that acuteness of me* 
taphysical knowledge, which might fit him for the re* 
fotation of such errors. This essay met with the highest 
possible success; it was translated into several foreign 
languages: its author was presented with an honorary 
degree of Doctor of Laws from the university of Oxforo. 
He was, on his arrival in England, introduced to the 
first literary society of the metropolis, and received 
as the friend of Burke, of Porteus, of Johnson, and <tf 
all that renowned fraternity of genius, by which the 
time was so pre-eihinently distinguished. He was ho- 
noured by an interview with his sovereign, from whom 
he received the warmest tribute of admiration, and a 
pension of two hundred a-year; and he was requested 
by Sir Joshua Re^rnolds to sit for his portrait, in which 
that celebrated painter has mingled the highest eulogy 
of his sobject with the moat splendid exhibition of hit 
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tkfil m tm *rdit, and repKtented BMtiic ranvnidad 
by • pvvp of allegorieal igaret, among whom tb« 
damoa of faliehood is discovered m flying before tlM 
genhit of trath. Perhapo the strongest oigiimtl 
that ean be addnced for allowing the onrestrained 
pvblicatioii of infidel works, may be deriTod from 
elliwcs prodneed by the paUication of Hume's Bssaya* 
How few have been really aedoeed from their de« 
pendanee on the gospel by those cold and elaborate 
disquisitions! how many thoosands have been co»* 
irmed in faith by the ' Bvideaees' of Paley, and the 
* Bssay on Troth' of Beattie* which woold moat pra» 
bably never have been ondertaken bat for tlw publicn' 
tion of them ! Beattie has been accosed of tn 
Home with too mnch asperi^ in his writings, an 
speaking of the propriety of evelnding ham from civil 
society. How far snch an expalsion might have beta 
deserved as an act of justice to a man, who, after do* 
daring in one of his Essays that the writer who ' die* 
%b«sed mankind of their reliance on a future state 
would deserve ill of his country/ composed an elaborate 
assay against the immortality of the soul, and ineurred 
the reproach which he had himself denouneed, I will 
not take upon myself to decide ; but to speak of a man 
thus acting against his |^ittci|ues, and eendenmcd by 
his own sentence, without expressing the de ep es t in* 
dignation, argues an excem of oompTacency that must 
astonish die eharaeteristie stoicum of i^losophy her^ 
•elf. If Beattie has not spoken of the bUsphemies of 
Hume with the centlenoss that is thooght decorous, it 
Is to be vegrette J. It is desirable to gain so oompieta 
a mastenf over every natural afiiMtion, as to be evan 
able to discuss the calumnies that falsehood and malo> 
volenee may raise against one's parent or one's God» 
without being eonsciotw of any warmer feeling than • 
desire of vindicating and asserting the truth ; but as 
long as the human heart is actuated by the warm cu«» 
rent of the blood, it will be imposMble for any one of 
an ordinary temperament te obsenra so frigid and ui» 
amiable a composure. 

The ' Essay on Trnth^ was in the sams year follotrad 
by tiM first book of tha ' Minstrel.' This poem first ap* 
peaied witbont the sum of its «athor} bnttha baan. 
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tiM irer« immediiitely atod jastly appraciat«d. Tht 
■econd pmrt was not published till 1774. Wben Gray 
erhicised the Minstrel, ^^ objected to its author, that, 
alter many stanzas, the description went on, and th« 
aarratiire stopped. Beattie very jnstly answered to this 
ftmark, that he meant the poem for description, not 
for incident. Bat he seems to have forgotten this 
proper apology, when he mentions, in one of hia let* 
ten, his intention of producing Edwin in some sabse* 
quent books, in the character of a warlike hard, inspir. 
ing his countrymen to battle, and contribnting to repel 
the invaders. This intention, if he ever seriously en- 
tertained it, might have produced some new kind of 
poem, but would have formed an inconcruous counter* 
part to the piece as it now sunds, which, as 'a picture 
of tranquil life, and a vehicle of contemplative moimlitv, 
possesses a charm that is inconsistent with the bold 
evolutions of heroic narrative. After having pour* 
trayed his young enthusiast with such advantage in a 
state of visionary quiet, it would have been too violent 
a tranntion to have begun a new book , to surround him 
with dates of time, and names of places. The in- 
terest which we attach to Edwin's character would 
have been lost in a more ambitions effort to make 
him a greater, a more important, qr a more locally 
defined being. It is the solitary growth of his genius, 
and his iselated and mystic abstraction from mankind, 
diat fix our attention on the romantic features of that 
genius'. The~ simplicity of his fate does not divert ue 
from his mind to his circumstances. A more nn* 
worldly air is given to bis character, that, instead of 
being tacked to the faterf>f kings, he was one '< who en- 
vied not, who never thought of kings;" and that, in* 
•tead of mingling with the troubles which deface the 
oemtion, he only existed to make his thoughts the mir. 
nr of its beauty and masniflcence. Another English 
eritie. Dr. Aikin, has blamed Edwin's vision of the 
fairies as too splendid and artificial for a simple youth i 
but there is nothing in the situation ascribed to Bdwin^ 
as he lived in minstrel days, that neceesarily excluded 
SQch materials from his fancy. Had he beheld tteaa 
engines, of dock yards, in his sleep, the vision might 
hnve been piononn«ed to be too nrtificinl ; bnt he might 
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have heard of fairies* and their dances, and even of 
tapers, gold, and gems, from the ballads of his nativa 
coaatrv. In the second book of the poem, there are 
some fine stanvM ; hat the author has taken Edwiit 
from the school of nature, and |ilaced him in his own, 
that of moral phitosophj, and hence a degree of lan- 
guor is eapeiienced bj the reader. — ^The above remark* 
•a the most celebrated of Br. Beattie's works I have 
transcribed from the seventh volume of Campbell's 
British Poets. They convey the sentimenu of one of 
tha best poets of the present age, on one of the bright- 
est ornaments of the last. 

At the request of several of his friends. Dr. heattia 
was induced, in the year 1776, to prepare for the press 
a new edition of the < Essay on Truth,' to whidh he 
added several original Essays. This work was splen* 
didly printed in quarto, and published by subscription 
entirely for bis own benefit. Tne price was a guinea, and 
the list of subscribers, which amounted to four hundred 
and seventy-sis, was enriched with the titles of manv 
persons of tha highest rank in the kingdom, and with 
the names of all the most distinguished literary cha- 
racters of the time. The number of copies subscribed 
for amounted to seven hundred and thirty -two. The 
receipts must therefore have been considerable, and to 
Beattie a very beneficial supply, who was by no means 
in affluent circumstances, his pension being only two 
hundred a-year, and his professorship never being equal 
to that sum. 

On his return to Scotland it was proposed that he 
should be removed to some situation in the University 
of Edinburgh ; but he had then many personal ene- 
mies, — the zealous friends of Hume, whom he was 
accused of having too severely treated in bis writings; 
and he preferred the kindness of his old friends, and 
the quiet of Aberdeen, to a more lucrative and con- 
spicuous appointment in the metropolitan university.— 
In the same generous disregard of temporalities he 
declined entering holy orders, and accepting a living 
in the church of England, which had been offered to 
him through Dr. Porteus, on the part of the Bishop of 
Winchester. He thought that by continuing a layman, 
and cefnsing the emoluments that might accme to him 
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howerar, WM very properly the work of female powers, 
•8 the act of spinning the thread of life is another my- - 
thology. Thefu i* always dangerous; Gray has made 
weavers of slaughtered bards by a fiction oatrageotu 
and incongrttoos. They are then called upon to 
' Weave the warp» and weave the woof,' perhaps with 
no great propriety *, for it is by crossing the tP0o/ with 
the watp that men weave the voeb or piece ; and the 
first line was dearly bought by the admission of its 
wretched correspondent, * Give ample room and verg» 
enough/* He has, however, no other line as bad. 

I'he third stanza of the second ternary is commend- 
ed, I think, be\ond its merit. Tife personification is 
indistinct. Thirti and Hunger sre not alike; and their 
features, to make the imagery perfect should have been 
discriminated. We are told, in the same stanaa, how 
'towers are fed.' But I will no longer look fpr parti- 
cular faults ; yet let it be observed that the ode might 
have been conrlnded with an action of better example, 
but suicide is always to be had, without eapense of 
thought. 

These odes are marked by glittering accumulations 
of ungraceful ornaments ; they strike, rather' than 

f»lease ; the images are magnified by affectation ; the 
enguagc is laboured into harshness- The mind of the 
writer seems to work with unnatural violence. ' Doa- 
ble, double, toil and trouble.' He has a kind of strat- 
ting dignity, and is tall by walking on tiptoe. His art 
•ad his struggle are too visible, and there is too little 
appearance of case and nature. 

To say that he had no beauties would be unjust ; a 
nan like him, of great learning and great industry, 
could not but produce something valuable. When bo 
pleases least, it can only be said that a good design 
was ill directed. 

His translations of Vorthem and Welsh Poetry de- 
serve praise; the imagery is preserved, perhsps often 
improved ; but the language is unlike the language ot 
other poets. 

• « I have a bmI, that l(k« an mmpU tUeM 
GSa laks ia all t and wrgt mmtgk for n> 

E • ~ 
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Ic the character of his Elegy I rejoice to eoncar vitk 
die cofomon reader; f-*r by the conamon sense of 
readers, nncorniptcii with literary prrjadicrs, after all 
the refinemeDtsof siibtiltv and the do^atisi&of leani. 
iof , iDttst he finally decided all claim to poetical ho- 
B<mrs. The 'Cbnrcn yard' abounds with images which 
And a mirror in every mind, and with sentiments to 
which every bosom retnms an echo. The four stantat^ 
beginning ' Yet even these bones/ arc to me original : 
I have never seen the notions in any other place ; yet 
be that reads them here persuades himself that he has 
always felt them. Had Gray written often thos^ it had 
bscA Taiii to blame, and useless to praise him. 
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L ON THE SPRIMO. 

Lol wh«re the rotybMoin'd Ho»m» 

Fair Venna' tiain, appear, 
Disclose the loa^-expected fl^wera^ 

And wake the purple year! 
The Attic warbler pours her throat. 
Responsive to the cuckoo's note. 
The unUught harmony of spring : 

While, whisp'ring pleasure as ihey «y. 

Cool Zephyrs through the dear blue skv 
Their gather'd fragrance fling. 

Where'er the oak's thick brmnehaa ttnldi 

A broader, browner shade ; 
Where'er the rude and moas^iova beidi 

O er-caaopies the glade. 
Beside some water*s mshy brink 
With me the Muse shall sit, and think 
(At ease reclined in rustic state) 
How vain the ardour of the crowd. 
How low, how little are the proad» 
How indigent the great ! 
Still is the toiling hand of Care : 

The panting herds repose: 
Yet hark, how through the peopled «ir 

The busy mormur glowb ! 
The iniect youth are on the wing, 
Bager to taste the honied spring. 



ON TH£ DBATH OF 

And ftomt amid the liquid noon ; 
Some lightly o'er the cunent ekim. 
Some ehew their gaily<gilded trim, 
Quick-gUncing to the sun. 
To Contemplation's sober eye 

Snch it the race of man : 
And they that creep, and they that fly» 
Shall end where they began. 
Alike the bnsy and the gay 
But flatter through life's little day. 
In fortane's varying colours drest : 
Brash'd by the hand of rough MiidiUflt^ 
Or chill'd If Age, their airy danca 
They leave, in dust to rest. 
Meihinks I hear in accenU low 

The sportive kind reply : 
' Poor moralist! and what art thonT 

A solitary fly ! 
Thy joys no glittering female meeta, 
Vo hive hast thou of hoarded sweety 
No painted plamsge to display: 
On hasty wings thy youth is flownj 
Thy sun it set, thy spring is gone— 
We frolic, while 'tis May.' 



tl. ON THB DEATH OF A FAVOURITB CAT. 

Drowned in a Tub of Gold F%ahu, 
'TWAS' on a lofty vase's side. 
Where China's gsyest art had dyed 
The azure flowers, that blow ; 

Demurest of the tabby kind, 

The pensive Selima recUned^ 
I en the lake below. 



A FAVOURITE CAT. 

Her consoioas tail her Joy declared ; 

The fair rcmnd face, the snovj beavd^ 

The Telvet of her paws. 
Her coat, that with the tortoiii Tiat, 
Her ears of jet, and emerald ejet. 

She saw ; and purrM applaoee. 

Still had she gazed; but 'midst the tidi 

Two angel forms were seen to glide^ 

The Genii of the stream : 

Their scaly armour's Tyrian hue 
Through richest purple to the view 

Betray'd a golden gleam. 

The hspless Nymph with winder saw s 

A whisker first, and then a claw^ 

Wiih msiny an ardent wish. 
She streich'd in vain to reach the 
What female heart ean gold despise t 

What Cat's averse to fish ? 

Presumptuous Maid ! with looks intent 

Again she stretch'd, again she bent, 

Kor knew the gulf between. 
(Malignant Fate sate by» and smilad) 
The slipp'ry veige her feet beguiled^ 

She tumbled headlong in. 

Bight times emerging from the floods 

She mewM to ev'ry wat'ry God, 

Some speedy aid to send. 
No Dolphin came, no Nereid stirred t 
Nor cruel Tom, nor Susan heard— 

A fav'rite has no friend ! 

From hence, ye beauties, undeceiTed, 

Know, one false step is ne*er retiioYed 
And be with caution bold. 

Not all that tempu yonr wand'riBg e^M 

And heedless hearu, is lawful priaa 
Nor all, that glisters, gold 
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m. ON A DISTANT PROSPECT Of 
ETON COLLEGE. 

Tb dUtant ftpirea, ye antique towen» 

That crown the wat'ry glade* 
Where grateful Science still adom 

Her Heary'a* holy thade ; 

And ye, that from the stately hrtrw 

Of Windsor's heights th* expanse befov 
Of grore, of lawn, of mead sttrrey ; 

Whose tnrf, whose shade, whose floWV Mi 



Wanders the hoary Thsts along 
His silver- winding way! 

Ah happy hills ! ah pleasing diado ! 

Ah fields beloved in rain. 
Where once my careless childhood strayM 

A stranger yet to pain I 
I feel tlM gales that from ye blow 
A momentasy bliss bestow. 
As waving fresh their gladsome wiag» 

My weasy seuL they seem to soeth^ 

And, wislent of joy and jMth^ 
To breathe a second spring. 

Say, Father Thames, for thou hast tsia 

Full many a sprightly race, 
IKsporting on thy margent gre«i> 

The paths of pleaeore tmee. 
Who foremost now delight to eleara 
With pliant arm thy glassy wavef 
The captiv* Unaei which enthral t 

What idle pesgeoy succeed 

To chase the rolling ciida'a apaa^ 
OrurgethalfinghaUf 



^ 



ETON COJ.LLUii. 

W^ile tom^ on earnest busineM beat 

Their murm'riDg labours ply 
'Gainst graver hours, tiiat bring contUmlDt 

To sweeten liberty : 
Some bold •dventtirefs disdain 
The limitt of their little reign» 
And unknown regions dtre deserjp f 

Still as they run they look behind^ 

Th«jr hear a f oi«e in every wisd^ 
And snatch t fearful joy. 

* Gay hope is theirs, by fancy fed. 

Less pleasing when possest ; 
The tear forgot as soon as shed. 

The sunshine of the breast: 
Theirs buxodi health of rosy hm&t 
Wild wit» invention erer new» 
And lively cheer ef vifgour horn \ 

The thoughtless day, the easy ttighv 

Tlieipiiit* p«re, the slumheri Itghl^ 
That fly tfaf Approach of mom. 

Alas ! rri^ardless of their doom* 

The little victims play I 
Ko sense have they of ills to come^ 

)for care beyond to>day : 
Yet see htm all around 'em mnH 
The ministers of knmatt fate, 
A&d black Misfortune's baleful ttt^i 

Ah, shew them where in ambuitli Maad^ 

To Mts^ their i^rey, the murth'ratts b«M| 
Ah, tell thtfn th«y are men ! 

These shall the fury Passions tear. 

The vuUiu'es of the mind. 
Disdainful Anger, pallid Pear, 

And Shame that sculks behind ; 
Or pining Love shall waste their yooth^ 
Or Jealousy with rankling tooth. 
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That inly gnaws the secret heart. 
And Envy wan, and faded Care, 
Orim-vUaged comfortless Despaii^ 

And Sorrow's piercing dart. 

Ambition this shall tempt to rise. 

Then whirl the wretch from hi^ 
To bitter Scorn a sacrifice. 

And grinning Infamy. 
The stings of Falsehood those shall tiy^ 
And hard Unkindness' altered eye. 
That mocks the tear it forced to fiow; 
And keen Remorse with blood defiled^ 
And moody Madness Uugluag wild 
Amid severest woe. 

Lo, in the vale of years beneath 

A griesly troop are seen. 
The painful family of Death, 

More hideons than their qoeen x 
This racka the joinU, this fires tho ▼tia^ 
That every laboaring sinew straios^ 
Those in the deeper viuls rage : 

Lo, Poverty, to fill tho band. 

That numbs the soul with icy hand^ 
And slow* consuming Age. 

To each his sufTrings : all ate mm. 

Condemned alike to groan ; 
The tender for another's pain, 

Th' unfeeling for his own. 
Yet ah ! why should they know their fatf^ 
Since sorrow never comes too laUe, 
And happiness too swiftly flies 7 

Thought would destroy their paradiM* 

Vo more; where ignorance it bliia^ 
fEU folly to be wise. 
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IT. TO ADTER8ITY. 



carta, Tfi wdHht fia^aif 
04vTa Kvpimg 9%**^' 



tckflks, is Ag] 

Baoohter of JoTe, relentless power. 

Thou umer of the haman breast, 
Who^ iron seonrge and tort'ring hour 

The Bad affright, afflict the Best ! 
Bound in thy adamantine chain 
The proad are taught to taste of pain. 
And purple tjrrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and i 
When first thy sire to send on earth 

Virtue, his darling child, design'd. 
To thee he gave the heav'nly birth. 

And bade to form her infant mind. 
Stem rugged Nurse ! tny rigid lore 
With patience many a year she bore : 
What sorrow was, thou bad'st her know. 
And from her own she leamM to melt at othen* wotb 
Scared at thy frown terrific, fly 

Self-pleasing Folly's idle brood. 
Wild Laughter, Noise* and thoughtless Joy* 

And leave us leisure to be good. 
Light they disperse, and with them go . 
The summer Friend, the flattering Foe ; 
By vain Prosperity received* 
To her they vow their truth, and are again belitfiML 
Wisdom in sable garb array'd. 

Immersed in rapt'rous thought prolbvad* 
And Melancholy, silent maid* 

With leaden eye* that loves the gronnd* 
£2 



B TO ADTERSmr. 

Btfll on tby tolemn stqM attend : 

Warm Charit]^ %hm faiMtal f lind. 

With JnatiM, to henelf seTore, 

And Pity, droppiog soft tho ladl y p ltMin tMT. 

Oh, gontly OD thj •opylaant'i head» 

Droad OoddoM. lay thy ehaM'aing hand I 
Hot In thj Gof^gon terror* clad» 

Nor drded with tho vongefol hand 
(As by the Impiona thoa act aoen) 
With thand'Mfi raioo, and thi««l*nin| mIm^ 
With screaming Honor's Inncral ay. 
Despair, nnd fell Diaoaae, and gfaaady >u i1 j t 

Thy fonn benign, oh. Goddess, wear. 

Thy milder influence impart. 
Thy pKHosophic train b4 there 

To soften, not t* wound my heart. 
The generous sparh extinct roirivv, 
Toach me to love and to forgtrOf 
S&act my own defects to scan. 
What others are lo feel, nnd tn»n nijidl ft 



T; THB PROGRESS OF P6tit. 
PimSaric* 

Pmdar, OXjmp. IL 
1. 1. 

Awake, JEoIian lyre, aw«ke» 

And give to rapture all thy tTCfnbllilf itfhlglb 

tFrom Helicon's hatmoiiioai tpriAgSy 
A thoosand rills their macy progress tdie r 
The langhiug iowen, that round them bl^ir. 
Drink life and fragrance as they (loir. 
Now the rich stream of masic winds along 
Deep, majestic, smooth, and strong. 
Through verdant vales, and Ceres' golden idgVf 
Kow rolling down the steep amain* 
He«Ue«g, impetuous, see it pour : 
The rocks, and nodding groves, rebellow ttf d» tfiV. 

1.2. 
{Oh! Sov'rctg^Q of the willing soul. 

Parent of sweet and solemn breathing atrtf 
Enchanting shell ! tlie sullen Cares, 

And frantic Passions, hear thy soft controL 
On Thracia's hills the Lord of War 
Has curb'd the fury of his car, 

• WbM (be saibor fOaX publbhed ihls and the followfag 6d«. hs 
was S(ivi»«(((C%tfivi>y bw frksiU, lo MbjulM wNue f«w rxpktMjmrf 
iMMcs ; buc h»d ton ma«b re«|Nict for tbe anderMmiHliaf ot h« rvsi^ 
m* lo txkc tb»t liberty. 



WcCofbcrwlM Art %oA barrra) witb a pouip or dictton and laxuriaa^ 
Mnuonr of DUBiber'; and let wont ravhl and lrrwl»uitk oosMlb 
mwta awols sad harried svav by ih« couMet of taaultiiMift pssrf«ws, 
r HM«r«r of barsMii J lo caUa C&«* tarbalful talUc* of tfatf teal, fmi 
tlm^gum are borrowed fron iIm inc PytbLw of Pindar. 



THE PROCaESS 



And dTOpp^d hit thirsty laoc« at thy < 

Perdung on the tceptred hand 

Of Jove, thy magic lulls the feather'd king 

With rnflled plnmes, and flagging wing: 

Qnench'd in dark clonds of »!umber lie 

TIm teRor of his beak, and lightnings of hit ift. 

1.3. 
•Thee the Toice, the dance, obey, 
Temper'd to thy waibled lay. 
O'er Idalia's velvet green 
The rosy-ciowned Loves are seen. 
On Cytheren's day. 

With antic Sport, and blue-eyed PieasaiWy 
Frisking light in frolic measures ; 
Now pursuing, now retreating. 

Now in circling troops they meet ; 
To brisk notes in cadence beating 

Glance their many-twinkling feet. 
Slow melting strains their Queen's approach dedani 

Where'er she turns the Graces homage p»y. 
With arms sublime, that float upon the air. 

In gliding stale the wins her easy way : 
0*er her warm cheek, and rising bosom move 
The bloom of young Desire, and purple light of Love 

II. 1. 
tMan's feeble race what ills await ! 

Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain, 
Disease, and Sorrow's weeping train. 

And Death, sad refuge from the storms of Fate! 
The fond complaint, my song, disprove. 
And justify the laws of Jove. 

• Power of harmony to produce all the fn.ci^ of motiea la lbs 

t'ro eompciMte the rest and Im.^dnsry ills of life, the Moi^ss 
ChrcB to naufcind hj the Mroe PrnrUeiife that tends the day k§ lli 
chaorfal prsMaoe to dia|i«l the gloom and tcrron of iho ulfhl. 



OF POESY. 

Say* hM he gir^i in Tain ifaa haaT*&ly If ate ? 

Night* and all her ticUy dews* 

Her spectres wan* and birds of boding cry* 

He gives to range the dreary sky : 

Till down the eastern diffii afar 

Hyperion*! march they spy* and glittering shafts of w 

II. 2. 

•In climes beyond the solar road. 
Where shaggy forms o'er ice-built moontains rmub^ 
Tbe Muse hat broke the twilight-gloom 

To cheer the shivering naiive't dull abode. 
And oft, beneath the od'rout thade 
Of Chili't boundless forests laid* 
She deignt to hear the savage youth repeat 
In loose numbers wildly sweet 
Their feather-cinctured chiefs* and dusky lovea. 
Her track, where'er the Goddess roves. 
Glory porsne, and generous Shame* 

Th' unconouerable Mind, and Freedom's holy 

II. 3. 
tWoods, that wave o'er Delphi's steep. 
Isles* that crown tli' ^gean deep* 

Fields* that cool Ilissus laves* 

Or where Mseander's amber waves 
In lingering lab'rinths creep* 
How do your tuneful Echoes languish* 
Mute, but to the voice of Anguish ! 

• Exti-mive luflo^nce of r>oet1c grnitw over the renotcit sad «e»| 
■nciviliird nuUoiw : lU coDnexlmi willi liberty, and tti«> rlrtHM that 
Daiiirmily aiieitdon lu— (Sie tbe Ene, Nurwegiao, and WeUi Frag* 
Bi«>Dlii : 'he LhoUihI MUd AmiTicaii Snog*.) 

1 i'rorr«Kii of iHieirj from Greece to luiy, and from Italjr to Baff> 
land, i Aaorer wm not aoacqtiaiuled with the wpdiigt of Oautc or 
of frtrarrlu Th*- Karl <*f aarrejr and Sir Tiiooiu H yatt had tr4v«Ued 
In Italy, and formed ihttr tastu tbere; 8peni«r Imiuted ihe Italian 
arrlterk; Miliou improved on tbcm ; bat ihbiribool esp.radsoon alher 
Ika KeMoratma, and a new oaa anw oatbe Franek «odcl, wUdi haa 



m THE PROQRSSti 

Wh&n Mck oM pMtk? If (mntcitt 

lupintion breathM aroottd i 
S^'ry ihade mn4 b«lKiir'<l i p «m« i B 

If ■rmur'd deep a hollvir eomid t 
Till the uui Nine in Oicece^s evH hour 

Left their ParmimM for the Latiaji plafnC 
Alike they ■com the pomp of tyrant Power* 

And coward Tice, that revels in her chaina. 
When Latiam had her lolity spirit lost. 
They Moght, eh Alhion! next thy sea-eneiidtfd 

III. 1. 

Far from the tnn and SQmmer-gale« 
In thy green lap was Nature's* darling laad« 
What time, where lucid Avon slray'd. 

To him the mighty mother did unveil 

Her awftil face : the dauntless child 

8treteh'd forth his little arms, and smiled. 

' This pencil Uke/ she said, < whose coloun 

Richly paint the vernal year : 

Thine too these golden keys, immortal boy I 

This can unlock the gates of Joy ; 

Of Horror that, and thrilling Fears. 

Or ope the sacred source of sympatnetie Tenn/ 

III. 2. 
Nor second ReA that rede sublime 

Upon the seraph -wings of Ecstasy* 

The secrets of th' abysg to spy. 
Be pass*d the flaming bounds of space and tint 
The living-throne, the sapphire-blase. 
Where angels tremble, while they gaee. 
He saw ; bat blasted with excess of light* 
C toas d his eyes in endless night. 



OF POESY. 

Behold where Dfydea'i 1«m pcttunytiioiit ear 
Wide o'er the fields of glory bear 
Two eourten of ethereal reee. 
With necks in thoader dothod^ nad 
pace. 

III. a. 
Harky his hands the lyre explore I 
Brigh^eyed Fancy » hovering o'er. 

Scatters from her pictured urn 

Thoughts, that breathe, and words, that I 

•But ah ! 'tis heard no more 

Oh ! lyT« divine, what daring Spirit 
Wakes thee now ? though he inherit 
Nor the pride, nor ample pinion, 

tXhat the Theban eagle bear. 
Sailing with supreme dominion 

Through the azure deep of air : 
Yet oft before his infant eyea would run 

Such forms, as glitter in the Muse's ray 
With orient hues, unborrow'd of the Sun : 

Yet shall he mount, and keep his distant way 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fate. 
Beneath the Good how far— but far above the Great. 

• We have hud ia o«r laof mfe w> other orice of theMbttae kM^ 
ISD tbat of Urvdeo on St. Cecilfai'a d»v : for Cowley (wbn had hia 
writ) yet waoted judgairsi, tyW, aad hammiy. for «ach a task. 



■writ) yet waotc 
Thai of Pop« ia i 
•r lain dan, has 
iaaaaeofhtoCh 



Do| worihv of ao great a Man. tfr. Mawiu, tedt«d 
touched the true chorda, and «ith a naairrif htm\ 



'fc? 



CbonMea,— above all in the Ia*i of Caractacaa; 
' Hailkl heard ye aoc yea footHcp dimd** Ike. 
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VI. THE BARD. 

•ROIN MiM thee, r«tlite8» ling I 

Confasion on th j bannert wait I 
Thoof h fann'd bj eonqaest't cnniMm viag* 

The J mock the air with idle tuto. 
Helm* or haoberk'tt twitted mail. 
Nor e'en th j Tirtuea, tyrant, ehall avail 
To Mve thy secret aool from nightly fears. 
From Cambria's curse, from Cambria's tears I' 
6ach were the sounds, that o'er the crested pride 

Of the first Edward scatter'd wild dismay. 
As down the steep of Snowdou'st shaggy side 

He wound with toilsome march his long array. 
Stoat Glo'steif stood aghast in speechless trance ; 
*To arms!' cried Mortimer J and couch 'd his qaiv'riBg 
lance. 

1.2. 

On a rock, whose haughty brow 
Frowns o'er old Conway's foaming flood. 

Rolled in the sable garb of woe. 
With haggard eyes the Poet stood 

(Loose his beard, wad hoary hair 

Stream'd, like a meteor, to the troubled air); ^ 

e Till* Oile l« fnniMlf^ on i traditl/-<ii rvrrcnt in Wales tint Rdwaitf 
tbe Plrxt, when be compifCfd \\w conquest of that country, ordvr«d 
•il the Unni* th it tVil itiin hht imndii to V put to deith. 

* The baaiteit w»> a trxtare of tumi rinf feU, or rliin Interwoven, 
fbrniinr a r«>at ot mail, tkat sat doce to the body, awfadapted iiMtf 
to Kvery molioii. 

t SmowdoH »aa a iiamr r'vrn by the Savoiw to that mountainous 
tract which the vteUh theniHcirM call Cr»iigi»n^rgri: it iociuded 
•II (h« bi,iiilai>d« of CaernarTonahire and Mer ontthithinH as Ur ea«C 
%< tluf rivrr OnmaT. R. llijrden, •peuliliiK of the Ca^tM of Conway, 
bnilc by KIpk Rdward the PIim, Hxy», • Ad orlnm aninia Conway ad 
ciiTHW mtiiitM Eiery / aid MhUIivw of W<-«tuiii«irr, (ad anu. lvSJ>, 
* Apnd Abercouway ad pedka nioniia Suowduoi« lecit erigl Otetrm 

i Gilbert de Chre. snrnamed the Rnd, earl of Gloocetter and Bert* 
ford. Ron<in-law to Kiuf Edward. 

I Ednond de Mortinter, lord of WJitmore. 

Tiiey both were tanU-JHwekertt whoae land* lay on the botdsn 
ef Wslcs, tad probably aceonpanled the kinf In thla rxpeditloa. 



THE BAK1>. 

And with a master's hand, and prophet's fin> 
Struck the deep sorrowa of his lyre. 

* Hark, how each {fiantoak, and desert cave. 

Sighs to the torrent's awful voice beneath ! 
O'er thee, oh king ! their hundred arms tlsey 

Revenge on thee in hoarser murmurs breathe \ 
Yocal no more, since Cambria's fatal day. 
To high-bora Hoel's harp, or soft Llewellyn's lay. 

1.3. 

* Cold it Cadwallo's tongue. 

That hush'd the stormy main: 
Brave Urien, sleeps upon his craggy bed : 

Mountains, ye mourn in vain 
Modred, whose magic song 

Made huge Plinlfrnmon bow his cloud-topp'd head. 
On dreary Arvon*8 shore * they lie, 

Smear'd with gore, and ghastly pale : 

Far, far aloof th' affrighted ravens sail*. 
The famish'd eagle t screams, and passes by. 
Dear, lost companions of my tuneful art. 

Dear, as the light that visits these sad eyes, ^ 

Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my hearty 

Ye died amidst your dying country's cries 
No more I weep. They do not sleep. 

On yonder cliffs, a griesly band, 
I see them sit ; they linger yet. 

Avengers of their native land': 
With me in dreadful harmony they join, 
And| weave with bloody hands the tissue of thy line.' 

a The ghArM of Cacrmrtonthire orpcwltc to tbe 1»Ip of Anxletey. 

t ('amdcn xnd ot'iern obM-rrf , that t- Mgien ummI anuuNtU lo build 
dM>ir 4cri4t aaioa)(the rockn of .Miowdon, wbub (torn tiiviicc' («• ■oiu« 
ttdnb) wi:r« named by ibe W«lsh iraigiuu-nyri, or tl!« crajtiiol' ib« 
•kcIim. At thbi day (I am toiil) tbc hirfb««i point of Suowdui* ia 
CitilH the fUKU'$ »e$i, Tbat bird in ceitainijr no stTiinffr to thia 
ivlatid, at thearot* and tbepenple of Cumberland, WeittiiiorelHttd, 4cc. 
can tcaitfT: it e*<rB bat bollt lu ne«t In tbe P«ak of DcibyaUte. (See 
Will»ttrbby*t OrnitboL pubtbtbed by Kiy.) 

tiieatbaMorw*giaa(Me,tlIatfoUewa. tr 



THB BIRD. 



II. 1. 
' WeaTe th« w«rp» and w«av« the woof. 

The wiadiog^hcet of Edward'* zaco. 
Give aaipla ioobi„ and Tcrgo onoogk 

The characten of hell to trace. 
Mark the year, and mark the night, 
• Whe» Setera ihall re-echo with affright i 
The shrieks of death, through Berkley'* roof that i 
Shrieks of an agonising king! 
tShe-wotf of France, with oarelenttng fangt» 

That tear'st the bowels of thy auuigled mato, 
{ From thee be bom» who o'er diy oeuatry haagv 

The scourge of Heav'n ! What terroia round hia Wlit I 
Amacement in his van, with Flight combined. 
And Sorrow's faded form, and Solkndo bahiad. 

' Mighty victor, mighty lord, 

i Low on his funeral couch he lies I 
Ko pitying heart, no eje, afford 

A tear to grace his obsequiea. 
Is the saUe (Warrior fled ? 
Thy SUB is gone. He rests among the dead. 
The swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam wase bonat 
GK>ne to salute the rising Mom. 
I Fair laughs the Morn, and soft the Zephyr blows^ 

While proudly riding o'er the amre realm 
In gallant trim the gilded ves^l goes ; 

Youth on tlae prow, and Pleasure at the helm; 
Regardlesn of the sweeping whirlwind's sway. 
That, hush'd in grim repose, eapecu hia avenin|^fny. 

• Kdward the Second, craetb toteheri^ hi Bcrttey OMICs, 
t t>Hlielur France, Kiiw .rd ike S«cond*k wivmxidvM svece* 

iTrkiiDpiis of I^Uward ihe Third in Fnace. 
ileatli orti»itkitt«, abandoned bj bi« chiMrcn, sedersa 
m tt\* hut momenu by bl< coariicfh and Ms niuire**. 
R reward ibi; Black Prince, tfemtt tome dme befef« hii 
\ M4i(Diri(>ence ol Rliliard tbv 8ec»nl*rr«igtt. Sm "-^ 
ether comuaponrj writera. 



THB BARB 



II. 3. 

* Fill high the spiirkling howl« 

The rich repast prepare ; 
Reft of a ero vn, he yet may share the ^sait t 

Close by the regal chair 
Fell Thirst and Famine scowl 
A baleful smile apon their baffled gneat. 
Heard ye the din of tbattle bray, 

liance to lance, and horse to horse t 

Ijong years of haTock urge their deatin*d coome. 
And through the kindred squadrons mow their v»y« 
Ye Towers of Julius,} London's lasting shame. 

With many a foul and midnight murder fed^ 
Revere his ^consort's faith, his fathered fame. 

And spare the meeklT usurper's holy head ! 
Above, below, the **ro8e of snow, 

Twin'd with her blushing foe, we spread : 
The bristled ttboar in infant gore 

Wallows beneath the thorny shade. 
Now, brothers, bending o'er th' accursed loom. 
Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his deoni* 

III. ). 
'' Edward, lo ! to sudden fate 
(Weave we the woof. The thread is spun.) 

• Rfchard the SmoiuI (m we sre told by Afcfabishop Scmop msd 
fteconfrSt-raie lorri« in their B»Blf«tto, bj Tlioma* arV»lthiclrain. 
SMd Mil fhtf older writert) wit i.tanr«d in dtaih. I he ciory of uS 

*-"--», "7 Sir l»ler». ef Exen, k of me* h ieter d«e.^ 

_« eltit wan »t Yurk and L-iiieMter. 

; U arjr (he Sisiib, Ge^rre diAe of tlannce, E'twsnt Hif Fifth. 

ph^rd diiiii' of Yorit, 6te. beiiev*^ to be merrfrreH Mcietly In Chi 
Tewrr oi London, fee oideM pan of that •trocture b iruiMriy utrl. 
niiea t*> Jelittk t Ks;ir. 

.JJ'*'P**'i* of'^'yw'. »*«"«>*«» of heroic spirit, wfaottrogfMkai« 
toMve her h^hrfwud and her crown. * ^^ 

tHunry the FUita. 
Heiiij the »«*» Tenr ne«r beinr tttnoolied. Tfce Bm ef Lsa- 
«••** hM n« nicb* ef inht- rttimci- to ttie cromn. 
?.^rI•'*_.^•'*'* *' * '^ f***"' <Je»lcei of York and LaocMter. 
f » The i4l«er bnar wn the bed^e of Richard the TMrd : whmet If 
Vie SMstty known, in hie own time, by Ui« naaM of tk* Btmr, 

.H 



Bfcrh^f! 



8S THE BARB. 

•Half «f Ctw hfxt we eoaaecntte. 

(The web it wove. The work it doM.*^ 
' Stay, oh euj 1 nor thus forlorn 
Leave me nnblett'd, on pitied, here to mourn : 
In jon bright track, that firee the western duct, 
Thej melt, they vanieh from my eyes. 
Bat oh f what solemn scenes, on Soowdon's height 

Descending slow, their glittering skirts nnioUT 
Ybions of glory, spare my aching sight. 

Ye nnbom ages, crowd not on my soul ! 
No more nar long-lostt Arthur we bewail. 
All hail,t ye genuine kings ! Britannia's issue haUl 

III. 2. 
* Girt with many a baron bold, 

Snblime their starry fronts they rear; 
And gorgeotts dames, and statesmen old 

In bearded majesty, appear. 
In the midst a form divine ! 
Her eye proclaims her of the Briton-line ; 
Her lion-port,$ her awe commanding face, 
Attemper'd sweet to virgin-grace. 
What strings symphonious tremble in the air. 

What strains of vocal transport round her play* 
Hear from the grave, great Taliessin,! hear! 

They breathe a soul to animate thy day. 
Bright Rapture calls, and soaring, as she sings. 
Waves in the eye of Heav'n her many^colour^d wings. 

e Elrsnor of Catitile died a ffw jnn after the roiu|iic<4 of WalM. 
The lu'n.lc proof •hi* gavi- of hrr affrciioa f«»r her lord to wHI kao«n 
Tilt- ibOD«nicniB «>i hi* rtfrel Hiif< M>rrow t>T ih<- lot. of \wr an-rt*'> co 
be -ta at Nort amitnn, <<«tlilioKton, Wstliham, and »itier |il««-««. 

« l( «4» th« ronmnii belief »r th« Wehh r.aiiou. ib.it KiiiK Artbar «at 
■nil aiKe lu Fjir>-L»iid. ami i>h«>utd return a^Hla to reiir» o«fr Hrltaitk 

I Both M«rliii 4n4JT.tt.nwin liad |irn|ibe«itNi, thai ibr W«bb «hi>uld 
trg-Mo tbfir Mverrlirniv orrr ihia i»laad ; which Mviu«d to be accum- 
plialM^ in the Houms ui Tudor. 

t Siic*d, remilofr hii aiidlfnre irlrcn by Qui^n EUaabeth 10 Paul 
DiiaUii'ki, ambM-kador of HoUitd, sayn, • And thii« •hr. lioii-Hfce ria- 
tni, dannied the niataiiwrt orator no In* with huar stately port and 
' B lartneaNtof bvr prfiicetfe I beckra.' 



tni, dannied the malapi'rt orator 1 

■ainiical deporturv, ibaa witb ihv 

I TMilmila. chief of tlte barda. B< 

worka are Mill prraerred, and bU 



^ moBMfy held in hivh vcHerattoa 
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HI. 3. 
t The ytnm adorn again 

Fierce War, and faithful Love^ 
And Troth severe, bj fairy Fiction drett 

In *bo8kin'd measures move 
Pale Griefy and pleasing Pain, 
With Horror, tyrant of the throbbing breast. 
A fvoice as of the cherub choir. 

Galea from blooming Eden bear; 

And ^distant warblings lessen on my ear> 
That lost in long futurity expire. 
Fond, impious man» think'st thou yon aangnine dond* 

Raised by thy breath, hath quench 'd the orb of day t 
To morrow he repairs the golden flood. 

And warms the nations with redonbled ray. 
Enough for me : with joy I see 

The different doom our Fates assign. 
Be thine Despair, and sceptred Care ; 

To triumph, and to die, are mine.' 
He spoke, and headlong from the mountain's height* 
Deep ia the roaring tide he plung'd to endless night. 



Til. FOR music; 

irreguiar* 

I. 
' Hbnob, avaunt ('tis holy gronnd}« 

Comns, and his midnight crew. 
And Ignorance with looks profound. 

And dreaming Sloth of pallid hue, 

• Shsktpesra. f Mlitau. 

] The mu ce^vioa of pocti tflfr Milton*« tin«. 

t TUs Ode «a» fwrforBcd te ibe ii«iiale.Hoiii« u Cli«Md|% 

Jdy 1, 1700. M the iiwuliUlM of hie vrace AiiffMtus Heary Fitir«f« 

4albe«rOnlUNi,chaaeeUororth«Ui)lvenlty. 
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Mad Sedition's crj profane, 

Servitude that huge her chain, 

Vor in these consecrated bowen 

Iiet painted Klatt'ry hide her serpenttraia 19 to<m % 

Kor BnTy bate, nor creeping Qain 

Dare the Hose's walk to stain. 

While brightey'd Sdeiice watches rouid t 

Hence, nwny, \t» holy ground!' 

II. 

From yonder realms of empyreaa day 

Bants on my ear th' indignant lay : 

There ait the sainted Sage, th^ Bard dhpine. 

The few, whom Gcains gure to shine 

Through every unbom age, aad nndieeovwM dkMi 

Rapt in celestial transport they. 

Yet hither oft a glance from high 

They send of tender sympathy 

To bless the place, where on their epeafaig ioal 

First the genuine ardour sLfle. 

Twaa Miltoa slmck the deep*toned shell. 

And, as the choral warblings round him sweQ, 

Meek Newton's self bends from his state sublime. 

And nods his hoaiy head, and lisuns to the rhyme. 

III. 
'Ye brown o'er-arehing groTes, 
That Contemplation loves. 
Where willowy Camus lingers with delight. 

Oft at the blush of dawn 

I trod your level lawn, 
Oftwoo'd the gleam of Cynthia silverMght 
In cloisters dim, far from the hannto of Folly, 
with Freedom by my side, and soft^y'd MelaiiAaly/ 

IV. 

]|«l ha*l Ae perlalt senad, and paehig Cnrtb 
inth solemn stopt and slow. 
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High potentates, and dames of royal hinhp 
And mitred fathers in long order go : 
Great *Edward, with the lilies on bis biow» 

From haughty Gallia torn, 

And tsad Chatillon* on her bridal mom. 

That wept her bleeding \ioyt, and princelyt Clan^ 
And $ Anjoo's heroine, and || the paler RoM» 
The rival of her crown and of her woes» 

And H either Henry there. 

The marder'd 8aint, and the majestic Lord, 

That broke the bonds of Rome. 

(Their tears', their little triumphs o'er« 
Their human passions now no more. 

Save Charity, that glows beyond the tomb) 

All that on Granta^ fruitful plain 

Rich streams of regal bounty pour'd. 

And bade these awful fanes and turrets xise> 

To hail their Fitsroy's festal morning come; 

And thus they speak in soft accord 

llie liquid language of the skies. 
V. 

'What is grandeur, what is power? 

Heavier toil, superior pain. 

What the bright reward we gain ? 

The grateful memory of the good. 

• RdwKnJ Lhc Tlilrd ; «hi» JMlde^ tlte/^-itr it /yt «r fwvtm l» tlH 
VRU nf Eai^lintl, Hm fiuOHlvil TrlDirj l/oltiKC 

t Mirj ic Vii^m*, coui^Lc # at i^ctabrakty 4«.Dfhtcr nrcivr I* 
CliAilllrto^ rameF rie Si. I'^fiklt In tVum'e i ol wh^m tnttlkii^D ki|^t th^i 
ill bH build, Aailtm-AT de V^U'^tiK^ t*rl nt I'rmbrolt t^, AdcAlAio it i 
iDiiriMmciU od t,h« daf «f ^iJf QutiMiiU. iilir w«:^ Eti« fnuailrc-H i^l' I'Cn^ , 
broic t'ljJUrFi:, VI HiJi, uptler (hi* n4ine of AuM M^jrlps >(e VjlrHEiiH 

I ^JtMiii'tJi tl^ K<irKi cqipkU'ji oITCUtv, vf«i wMe^ur John dy lliir^^ 
Vft\ tail lifirof Lh« Larl Di ii Itle r^ ^icd dm^hlf r oTGili^n d« L'lafV, i ^1 
«r Ijiouf u^irf , hf }iAn of Acre*, iituf Li ftr i if Eilwnru Utt Fi m, H r iih 
tb« f>otl eI ft-, htrr Ibr «pt[l»( of * ^rLbL^tf ' !> bd lii^ndii^d L I ir^ H 1 1 N 

4 AiUreirelnir Aiy](Hi, wife or Htwy ibr iiliilj, TDujidrBtt &f Qinptrn*! 
C4kl«r«- TIle poet liii»lpb]%(t>4 iH^rcbflJiur^l Odellljr io tbt JoFfccT 
arilG^ V. Epod^ Sdn lint utb. 

H KJiubvilDi lAiilTtlifn #kfc 4r&lwtrd the fourth rhrii<r( cillhi Uu 
^ttf RjMe, lahaiiia of Eb« i1aaf« of YiirlK JJbr ijddc4 la Uil foaad*' 
lian«f M^rjifci orAnjna. 

T lltnry [|i« siiLb Bad £if;bt1>- Tbe TcinfeFr rbubjcr 4if Ullf'>i ^* 



W ODE TO MUSIC. 

Sweet It the bieath of ▼ernal thower* 
Tbe bee't collected treasaret sweet. 
Sweet Meeic'e melting fall, but sweeter yal 
The •till •mall voice of Oratitnde/ 



YI. 
Foreaoet and leaning from her golden dmid 

The ^venerable Marg'ret eee I 
* Welcome, my noble son, (tbe erica aload) 

To thi«, thj kindred train, and nes 
Pleased in thy lineaments we trace 
tA Tndor's fire, a Beaufort's grace. 
Thy liberal heart, thy judging eye> 
The flower unheeded shall descry. 
And bid it round hcav'n's altars shed 
The fragrance of iu blushing head : 
Shall raise from earth the latent gem 
To glitter on the diadem. 

VII. 
' Lo, Oranta waits to lead her blooming band* 

^ot obvious, not obtrusive. She 
Ko vulgar praise, no venal incense Aingt; 
Nor dares with courtly tongue refined 
Profane thy inborn royalty of mind : 

She reveres herself and thee. 
With modest pride to grace thy youthful brow 
The laureate wreath, that (Cecil won, she ' 
And to thy just, thy gentle hand 
Submits the fasces of her sway* 
While spirits blest above and men below 
Join with glad voice the loud symphonioos lay. 

• CnmlcM of Kichmmid and Derby: the SMlhcr of Hcary fm 
StvMitti, fovadreM of St. John** and CbrkM*« CoUcf iw. 

t The countcM wm • Bvnufort, and married to a Todor t henc* Ihs 
•pplicarioa of thk line to the Duke of Orafioa, wIm daina deMMal 
ftoin bo.b dwae faoailira. 

iLord Treasurrr Burrhley waa AanccUor of IIm Uoiv«rally, la Ike 
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Fast by a brook, or fountain's mammring ware j 
And many an evening KUn shine sweetly on my gimvib 

' And thither let the village swain repair; 
And, light of heart, the village maiden gay. 
To deck with flowei^ her half-dishevell'd hai» 
And celebrate the merry morn of May. 
There let the shepherd's pipe the live-long day 
Fill all the grove with love's bewitching woe ; 
And when mild Evening comes in mantle gray. 
Let not the blooming band make haste to go ; 
Ifo ghost, nor spell, my long and last abode shall 1 

' For though I fly to 'scape from Fortune's rage. 
And bear the scars of envy, spite, and scorn, 
Yet with mankind no horrid war I wage. 
Yet with no impious spleen my breast is torn : 
For virtue lost, and ruin'd man, I mourn. 
O nuiu ! creation's pride. Heaven's darling child. 
Whom Nature's best, divinest gifts adorn. 
Why from thy home are truth and joy exiled. 
And all thy favourite haunts with blood and 
defiled ? 

' Along yon glittering sky what glory streams t 

What majesty attends Night's lovely queen ! 

Fair laugh our vallies in their vernal beams ; 

And mountains rise, and oceans roll between. 

And all conspire to beautify the scene. 

But, In the mental world, what chaos drear ; 

What forms of mournful, loathsome, furious mien I 

O when shall that eternal morn appear. 

These dreadful forms to chase, this chaos dark to dear! 

' O Thou, at whose creative smile yon heaven> 
In all the pomp of beauty, life, and light. 
Rose from th' abyss ; when dark Confusion driTca 
Down, down the bottomless profound of niglil, 

I 
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Fl«d, where he ever flies, thy piercing tight! 

O glance on these sad shades one pitying ray* 

To blast the fnry of oppressive might, 

Jielt the hard heart to love and mercy's sway. 

And cheer the wandering soul, and light him on tiM 

way!' 
Silenee ensoed : and Edwin raised bis eyes 
In tears, for grief lay heavy at his heart. 
' And is it thos in courtly life,' he cries, 
* That man to man acts a betrayer's part f 
And dares he thus the gifts of Heaven pervert. 
Each social instinct, and sublime desire ? 
Hail Poverty ! if honour, wealth, and art. 
If what the great pursue, and leam'd admire. 
Thus dissipate and qtiench the soul's ethereal live!' 

He nid, and turn'd away ; nor did the sage 
O'erbear, in silent orisons employ 'd. 
The youth, bis rising sorrow to assuage. 
Home as he hied, the evening scene enjoy'd. 
For now no cloud obscures the starry void ; 
The yellow moonlight sleeps on all the hills :* 
Nor is the mind with startling sounds annoy'd i 
A soothing murmur the lone region /ills. 
Of groves, and dying gales, and melancholy rills. 

But he from day to day more anxious grew. 

The voice still seem'd to vibrate on his ear. 

Nor durst he hope the hermit's tale untrue ; 

For man he seem'd to love, and Heaven to fear , 

And none speaks false, where there is none to hear. 

' Yet, can man's gentle heart become so fell; 

No more in vain conjecture let me wear 

My hours away, but seek the hermit's cell ; 

TiM he my doubt can dear, perhaps my care dispel.' 

• B«v Mieet ia« MssaUght ■Iwps spoa this bsak^Jlssmaws. 
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At «arly d«wa the jomh his journey took. 

And many a moantain pass'd and valley wide. 

Then reach 'd the wild : where, in a flowery nook. 

And Mated on a mossy stone, he spied 

Aa ancient man : his harp lay him beside. 

A stag sprang from the pasture at his call. 

And, kneeling, lick*d the withered hand that tied 

A wreath of woodbine round his antlera tall. 

And hung his lofty neck with many a flow'ret imaU. 

And now the hoary sage arose, and saw 

The wanderer approaching : innocence 

Smiled on his glowing cheek, bat modest awe 

Depreas*d his eye, and fear'd to give offence. 

'Who art thou, courteous stranger? and fromwbeaeot 

Why roam thy steps to this scquester'd dalef 

' A shepherd- boy,' the youth n^plied^ * far hence 

My habitation; hear my artless tale ; 

Nor levity nor falsehood shall thine ear assail. 

* Late as I roam'd, intent on Nature's charmty 
I reaeh'd at eve this wilderness profound; 
And, leaning where yon oak expands her arms. 
Heard these rude cliffs thine awful voice rebooad 
(For in thy speech I recognize the sound). 
You moum'd for ruin'd man, and virtue lost. 
And seem'd to feel of keen remorse the wound. 
Pondering on former days by guilt engross'd. 
Or in the giddy storm of dissipation toss'd. 

' But say, in courtly life can craft be learned. 
Where knowledge opens and exalts the soul ? 
Where Fortune lavishes her gifts nr eam'd 
Can selfishness the liberal heart control f 
Is glory there achieved by arts, as foul 
As those that felons, fiends, and furies plan? 
8pider» ensnare, snakes poison, tigers prowl t 
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Lore !• the godlike attribute of man. 

O teach a einqile joath thii mystery to tcaa. 

' Or elie the lamentable ttrain disclaim^ 
And giTe me back the calm, contented mind ; 
Which, late, exulting, viewed in Nature's frame 
Ooodneu untainted, wisdom unconfined, 
Oraee, grandear, and utility combined. 
Restore those tranquil days, that saw me still 
Well pleased with all, but most with human kind : 
When Faney ream'd throagh Nature's works at will, 
Uncheck'd by cold distrust, and nninform'd of iU.' 

' Wonldst thou,' the sage replied, 'in peace return 

To the gay dreams of fond romantic youth, 

tieaTe me to hide, in this remote sojourn. 

From every gentle ear the dreadful truth : 

For if my desultory strain with ruth 

And indignation make thine eyes o'erflow, 

Alas ! what eomfort could thy anguish soothe, 

Shonidst thon th' extent of human folly know. 

Be ignorance thy choice, where knowledge letfda l» 



' Bat let QBtender thoughts afar be driven ; 

Nor venture to arraign the dread decree. 

For know, to man, ss candidate for heaven. 

The voice of the Eternal said. Be free : 

And this divine prerogative to thee 

Does virtue, happiness, and Heaven convey ; 

For virtue is the child of liberty. 

And happiness of virtue ; nor can they 

Be free to keep the path, who are not free to tingr* 

« Yet leave me not. I would allay that grief. 
Which else might thy young virtue overpoweiv 
And in thy converse I shall find relief 
When the dark ihades of melancholy lower ; 
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FoT solitude hM manj « drestry hoar. 
Even when exempt from grief, remorse, and pamt 
Come often, tben; for, haply, in my bower 
Amusement, knowled^, wisdom thou may'st gauit 
If I one sottl improve, I have not lived in vain/ 

And now, at length, to Edwin's ardent gase 

The Muse of History unrols her page. 

But few, alas ! the scenes her art displays 

To charm his fancy, or his heart engnge. 

Here chiefs their thirst of power in blood asraagt^ 

And straight their flames with tenfold fierceness burnt 

Here smiling Virtue prompts the patriot's rage. 

But lo, ere long, is left alone to mourn. 

And languish in the dnsi, and clasp th'abandoa'd uml 

' Ambition's slippery verge shall mortals tread. 

Where ruin's gulf unfathom'd yawns beneath! 

Shall life, shall liberty be lost,' he said, 

* For the vain toys that pomp and power beqneaUil 

The car of victory, the plume, the wreath. 

Defend not from the bolt of fate the brave : 

"So note the clarion of renown can breathe, 

T* alarm the long night of the lonely grave. 

Or check the headlong baste of time's o'erwhelnuog 



' Ah, what avails it to have traced the springs. 
That whirl of empire the stupendous wheel! 
Ah, what have I to do with conquering kings. 
Hands drench'd in blood, and breasts begirt with ste4 
To those, whom Nature taught to think and feel. 
Hemes, alas ! a e things of small concern; 
Could History man's secret heart reveal. 
And what imports a heaven-bom mmd to leam^ 
Her transcripts to explore what besom nvoold ail 
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Wi fniae, Cheroiwaii tage,* it thuM! 
(Why akoold this prmiM to th«e alone bdoagf) 
All elM from Nature's moral path dedine, 
Lored by iho toys that captivato th« throof } 
To hefd in cabiaets and camps, among 
Spoil, carnage, and the crael pomp of pride; 
Or chant of heraldry the drowsy Mmg, 
How tyrant blood, o'er many a region wido» 
Bdlli to a thooaaad thrones iu execrable tidtb 

« who of man the story will nnfold, 
Bre victory and empire wrooght annoy. 
In that elysian age (misnamed of gold). 
The age of Iotc, and innocence, and joy, 
Whfft all were great and free ! man'e sole empkj 
To deck the bosom of his parent earth ; 
Or toward his bower the marmnring stream decoy; 
To aid the floweret's long-expected birth. 
And loll the bed of peace, and crcwn the board of 
mirth. 

' Sweet were year shades, O ye primeval grores I 

Whoee boughs to man his food and shelter lent. 

Pore in his pleasures, happy in his loves. 

His eye still smiling, and his heart content 

Then, hand in hand, health, sport, and labour went. 

Nature supplied the wish she taught to creve. 

None prowl'd for prey, none watchM to cireumvent. 

To all an equal lot Heaven's bounty gave : 

No vassal fear'd his lord, no tyrant feared his slavu. 



* But ah I the historic Huse has never dared 
To pierce those hallow'd bowers : 'tis Fancy's 
Pooled on the vision of th' enraptured bard. 
That puiats the chaims of that delidoas fhsiiw. 



BOOK II. 17^ 

TTien bail, sweet Fancy's ray! and hail the dream 
That weans the weary soul from guilt and woe! 
Careless what others of my choice may deem, 
I long, where Love and Fancy lead, to go 
And meditate on Heaveo, enough of Earth I know/ 

' I cannot blame thy choice/ the sage replied, 
'For soft and smooth are Fancy's flowery wayi. 
And yet, ev'n there, if left without a guide. 
The young adventurer unsafely plays. 
Eyes dazzled long by fiction's gaudy rays 
In modest truth no light nor beauty fiod. 
And who, my child, would trust the meteorUaie, 
That soon must fail, and leave the wanderer bliad^ 
More dark and helpless far than if it ne'er bad 
shincd ? § 

'Fancy enervates, while it soothes, the heart. 
And, while it dazzles, wounds the mental sights 
To joy each heightening charm it can impart. 
But wraps the hour of woe in tenfold night. 
And often, where no real ills affright. 
Its visionary fiends, an endless train. 
Assail with equal or superior might. 
And through the throbbing heart, and dizsj bialo. 
And shivering nerves, shoot stings of more than aoi^ 
tal pain. 

/ And yet, alas ! the real His of life 
Claim the full vigour of a mind prepared. 
Prepared for patient, long, laborious strife. 
Its guide experience, and truth its guard. 
We fare on earth as other men have fared. 
Were they successful? Let us not despair. 
Was disappointment oft their sole reward? 
Yet shall their tale instruct, if it deolare [baar. 

How they have borne the load onnalvM an doom'd to 
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' What thrnrm* th' historic Muse adorn, from ipBfli^ 

And blood, and tyranu, when she wings her flighl* 

To hail the patriot prince, whose pious toils 

Sacred to acienoe, liberty, and right. 

And peace, through every age divinely bright 

Shall shine the boast and wonder of mankind ! 

Sees yonder Son, from his meridian height, 

A lovelier scene, than irirtne thus enshrined 

In power, and man with man for mutual aid oondmiddff 

' Hail sacred Polity, by Freedom rear'd ! 

Hail sacred Freedom, when by law reslrain'd ! 

Without yon what were man? A groveling herd^ 

Id darkness, wretchedness, and want eachain'd. 

Sublimed by yon, the Greek and Roman reiga'd 

In aru anrivall'd : O, to latest days 

In Albion may yonr influence uuprofaned 

To godlike worth the generous bosom raise. 

And pronpt the sage's lore, and fire the poet*! Inyil 

' But now let other themes our care engage. 

For lo, with modest yet majestic grace. 

To curb Imagination's lawless rage. 

And from within the cherish'd heart to braco 

Philosophy appears ! The gloomy race 

By Indolence and moping Fancy bred. 

Fear, Discontent, Solicitude, give place. 

And Hope and Courage brighten in their stead. 

While on the kindling aonl her vital beama are 

' Then waken from long lethargy to life* 
The seeds of happiness, and powers of thol^(ht ; 
rhen jarring appetites forego their strife, 
A strife by ignorance to madness wrought. 
Pleasure by eavage man is dearly bought 

t The laaotace of the 



sjiSSTb^ili'"'"^' 



pMioM»pMc nMk i> hoMaMw «« ■■■'• 
tUeciual exertlou aud delicate pl^we :— In 
r ireometrjp, the ayrtem of the oaivtise i<->la 
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With Ml nT0iige» Inst that defies control^ 

With ghittMiy end dealb. The mind nnuvghl 

It a dark watte, where fiends and tempettt howl t 

At PkoBhot to the worid, ittcience to the mmL 

' And reaton now through number, time, and tpMt^ 

Darts the keen lottie of her serious eye. 

And learns, from facts compared, the laws to trae^ 

Whose long progression leads to Deity. 

Can mortal strength presume to soar so high ! 

Can mortal sight, so oft bedimm'd with tears^ 

Such glory bear ! — for lo, the shadows fly 

From Nature's face ; confusion disappears. 

And order charms the eye, and harmony the ean I 

' In the deep winding^ of the grove, no more 

The hag obscene and grisly phantom dwell; 

Kor in the fall of mountain-stream, or roar 

Of winds, is heard the angry spirit's yell ; 

No wizard mutters the tremendous spell. 

Nor sinks convulsive in prophetic swoon ; 

Nor bids the noise of drums and trun/pets twell^ 

To ease of fancied' pangs the labouring Moon, 

Or chase the shade that blots the biasing otb of noon. 

' Many a long-lingering year, in lonely isle, 

StunnM with th' eternal turbulence of waves, 

Lo, with dim eyes, that never leam'd to smile. 

And trembling hands, the famish'd native craves 

Of Heaven his wretched fare ', shivering in caves. 

Or scorch'd on rocks, he pines from day to day ; 

But science gives the word ; and lo, he braves 

The surge and tempest, lighted by her ray. 

And to a happier land wafts merrily away ! 

' And ev'n where Nature loads the teeming plnia 
With the full pomp of vegetable stoce,^ 
Her b«anty, unimproved is deadly bane : 
Daik woods and rankling wilds, horn ahonto thorn 
12 
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I ^eom ; whkh to esplfli* 
Kv'b Paaej trsBblM, ia her tprightliett mood ; 
For then* ead& oyt-boll gleano with lost of gora, ' 
VootlM ead& aiiudofou wnd each monftiow brood* 
Flagoe Iwlct ia ereij ehadey end ■teent fieet ewy 



' Tvat from Philoeophy man leam'd to came 

The 8oil» bj plenty to intemperance fed. 

Lo, from the echoing axe, aiyl thondcr flame. 

Poison and plagne and jelling rage are fled! 

The waters, bnrsring from their slimy bed. 

Bring health and melody to every vale : 

And» from the breesy main, and mountain's head, 

Ceree and Flora, to the sunny dale. 

To fan their glowing charms, invite the flattering gale. 

' What diie neeeseities on every hand 

Our art, oar strength, oar fortitude require I 

Of foes intestine what a numerous band 

Against this little throb of life conspire*. 

Yet Sdenee can elude their fatal ire 

Awhile, and turn aside Death's leveil'd dart. 

Soothe the ahaip pang, allay thcfeyer's fire. 

And braee the nerves once more, and cheer the heait^ 

And yet a few toft nights and balmy days impart. 

« Nor leie to regulate man's moral frame 
Science exerts her all-oomponng sway* 
Flatters thy breast with fear, or pants for fame. 
Or pinee, to indolence and spleen a prey. 
Or avarice, a fiend more fierce than they f 
Flee to the shade of Aeademus' grove; 
Where cares molest not, discord melu »way 
In harmony, and the pure pasaione prove 
How iweet the words of Truth, breathed firom the lips 
9f Love. 



BOOK II. 

' What cannot An and Industry perfonn^ 
When Science p^uia the progrow of their loil I 
They amile at penary, diseaee, and itonn ; 
And oeeau from their mignty monnds leeoil. 
When tyrants scourge, or demagogaesemhroil 
A land, or when the rabble's headlong rage 
Order transforms to anarchy and spoil. 
Deep-versed in man the philosophic sage 
Prepares with lenient hand their frenxy to 

"Tis he alone, whose comprehensive mind^ 
From situation, temper, soil, and clime 
Bxplored, a nation's various powers can bind. 
And various orders, in one form sublime 
Of policy, that midst the wrecks of time. 
Secure shall lift its head on high, nor fear 
Th' assault of foreign or domestic crime. 
While public faith, and public love sincere. 
And industry and law maintain their sway 



nt 



Enraptured by the hermit's strain, the yonth 
Proceeds the path ^f Science to explore. 
And now, expanded to the beam of truth. 
New energies and charms unknown before 
His mind discloses : Fancy now no more 
Wantons on fickle pinion through the skiea; 
But, fix'd in aim, and conscious of her power« 
Aloft from cause to cause exults to rise. 
Creation's blended stores arranging as she fliea. 

Nor love of novehy alone inspires 
Theiif laws and nice dependencies to scan ; 
For, mindful of the aids that life reqninsy 
And of the services man owes to man, 
fie meditates new arts on Nature's plan ; 
The cold desponding breast of sloth to 
Hie flame of iadustiy and genias fan^ 
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a's noUe nge al«nn» 
And Um long houn of toil and aolitiule to dMucn* 
But she, wbo aet on fee hit infant heart. 
And all his dreama, and all his wanderings thand 
And blessed, the Muse, and her celestial art. 
Still claim th' enthosiast's fond and first regard. 
From Nature's beanties rarioiuly compared 
And Tarioosly combined, he learns to frame 
Those forms of bright perfection,* which the bard. 
While boundless hopes and boandless Tiews inflamay 
Bnamou'd consecrates to never-dying fame. 

Of late, with cnmbeisome, thoogh pompous show, 
Edwin would oft hb flowery rhyme deface. 
Through ardour to adorn ; bat Nature now 
To his experienced eye a modest grdlw 
Presents, where ornament the second place 
Holds, to intrinsic wortli and jost design 
Snbservient still. Simplicity apace 
Tempers his rage *. he owns her charms divine, [line. 
And clean th' ambifaomiphrase^ and lops ihe unwieldy 

Fain would I sing (much yet unsung remains) 

What sw«et delirium o'er his bosom stole. 

When the great shepherd of the Mantuan plainst 

His deep majestic melody 'gan roll : 

Fain would I sing what transport storm'd his soul. 

How the red current throbb'd his veins along. 

When, like Pelides, bold beyond control. 

Without an graceful, without effort strong, [toog. 

Homer raised high to Heaven the loud, th' impetnoM 

And how his lyre, though rude her first essays. 

Now skill'd to soothe, to triumph, to complain. 

Warbling at will through each harmonious mass. 

Was Uught to modulate the anful strain, 

• IM Aftelells>s PiMlki, sad the M*co«nei of Sir ioshss UtffuMt 
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I fkin woald ling : but ah ! I strive in tiuii. 
Sight horn a breaking heart my voice eonfoond 
With trembling step, to join yon weeping train 
I haste, where gleams funereal glare aroond. 
And mtx'd with shrieks of woe, the knells of death 

resound. 
Adieu, ye lays, that Fancy's flowers adorn. 
The soft amusement of the vacant mind ! 
He sleeps in dust, and all the Muses mourn. 
He, whom each virtue fired, each grace refined. 
Friend, teacher, pattern, darling of mankind ! 
He sleeps in dust.* Ah, how shall I pursue 
My theme ! To heart-consuming grief resign'd. 
Here on his recent grave I fix my view. 
And pour my bitter tears. Ye flowery lays, adievl 

Art thou, my Gregory, for ever fled ! 
And am I left to unavailing woe ! 
When fortime's storms assail this weary head. 
Where cares long since have shed untimely snow ! 
Ah, now for comfort whither shall I go! 
No more thy soothing voice my anguish cheen: 
Thy placid eyes with smiles no longer glow. 
My hopes to cherish and allay my fears. 
'TIS meet that I should mourn : flow forth afreahy 
my tears. 

a TUs esodleat p«n«i dtod MddMriy oa tlM lOth of Pstrasrv. 
\rt9, TlMeoacl«lMofllMp0«M«sswflllMsr«wdsrfsfker. ' 
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'iiff?f> 



Hatiiio lately Mcn in print w»m poems i 
■M which I never wrote, and some or my own inaeea- 
rateW eopied, I thought it woald not he improper to 
poblish, in this little volume, all the verses of which I 
am willing to be considered as the author. Many others 
I did indMd write in the early part of my life ; bat they 
were in general so incorrect, that I woald not reseoe 
them from oblivion, even if a wish could do it. 

Some of the few now offered to the public would per- 
haps have been suppressed, if in makmg this collection 
I had implicitly followed my own judgment. But in so 
small a matter, who would refuse to submit his opinion 
to that of a friend T 

It is of no consequence to the reader to know the 
date of any of these little poems. Bat some private 
reasons determined the author to add, that most of 
them were written many yean ago, and that the creator 
part of the Mnmni which is his latest atiSBpt in this 
»ay, was compc s ^d in the yaar ITOB* 



ODE TO PEACE. 

1. 1. 
PEACEyheaTeB'descendedmaid! whose poiveilal 
From ancient darkuess call'd tho morn^ 
Of jarring elements composed the noise t 
When Chaos, from his old dominion torn. 
With all his bellowing throng. 
Far, far was hurl'd the void abyss along; 
And all the bright angelic choir 
To loftiest raptures taned the heavenly lyre, 
Poor'd in loud symphony th' impetuous strain ; 
And every fiery oib and planet sang. 
And wide through night's dark desolate domain 
Rebounding long and deep the lays triumphant rang. 
1.2, 
Oh whither art thou fled, Satumian reign? 
Roll round again, majestic years ! 
To break fell Tyranny's corroding chain. 
From Woe's wan cheek to wipe the bitter tean. 
Ye years, again roll round ! 
Hark from afar what loud tumultuous sound. 
While echoes sweep the winding vales. 
Swells full along the plains, and loads the gales* 
Murder deep-roused, with the wild whirlwind's I 
And roar of tempest, from her cavern springs. 
Her tangled serpents girds around her waist. 
Smiles ghastly-stem, and shakes her gore-distiUiiig 
wings. 

1.3. 
Fierce up the yielding skies 
The shouts redoubling rise : 
Earth thndden at the dreadful sounds 
And «& it listsning trembling round 
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Torrantt, that from y<m ptoBontory's head 

Dash'd forioos down in desperate c aacade » 

Heard from afar amid the loneljr night 

That ofk have led the wanderer right, 

Ara Mlent at the noiie. 

The mighty ocean's more ma j e s tic voice 

Drown'd in soperior din is heard no more ; 

The saige in sUence sweeps along the foaay shon. 

II. 1. 

The bloody banner streaming in the air 
Seen on yon sky-mic'd mountain's brow. 
The mingling multitudes, the madding car 
Pouring impetuous on the plain below. 
War's droadfol lord proclaim. 
Bunts out by frequent fits th' expansive flame. 
Whirt'd in tempestuous eddies flies 
The surging smoke o'er all the darken'd skies. 
The cheerful face of heaven no more is seen. 
Fades the mom's vivid blush to deadly pale. 
The bat flits transient o'er the dusky green 
Night's shrieking birds along the sullen twili^t nfl. 

IL 2. 

Involved in fire-streak'd gloom the car oomes oa } 
The mangled steeds grim Terror guides. 
His forehead writhed to a relentless frown. 
Aloft the angry power of battles rides : 
Orasp'd in his mighty hand 
A mace tremendous desolates the land ; 
Thunders the turret down the steep. 
The mountain shrinks before its wasteful sweep; 
Chill horror the dissolving limbs invades; 
Smit by the blasting lightning of his eyes, 
A bloated paleness beauty's bloom o'erspteadi. 
Fades every flowery field, and every verdure d^ 
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II. a 
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How lUurtled Phrensy btaret» 
BrittliDg her ragged hurt! 
Revenge the gory fragment gnaws; 
See, with h«r griping vulture-claws 
Imprinted deep, she rends the operiing wwind I 
Hatred her torch blue streaming tosses ronnd ; 
The shrieks of agony and dang of arms 
Re-echo to the fierce alarms 
Her trump terrific blows. 
Disparting from behind, the clouds disclose 
Of kingly gesture a gigantic form. 
That with his scourge sublime directs the whvliiig 
storm. 

III. 1. ^ 

Ambition, outside fair! within more foul 
Than fellest fiend from TarUms sprung. 
In caverns hatch'd, where the fierce torrenU roll 
Of Phlegethon, the burning banks along. 
Yon naked waste survey j 

Where late was heard the flute's melliflnons lay ; 
Where late the rosy-bosom'd Hours 
In loose array danced lightly o'er the flowers ; 
Where late the shepherd told his tender tale ; 
And, waked by the soft-murmuring breeze of moni» 
The voice of cheerful labour 'fillM the dale ; 
And dove eyed Plenty smiled, and wavM her libenl 
horn. 

III. 2. 

Ton ruins sable from the wasting flame 
Bat mark the once resplendent dome ; 
The frequent corse obstrucU the sullen siream. 
And ghosu glare horrid from the sylvan giMim. 
How sadly silent all ! 

Save where ontstretchM beneath yon hugiiig wiU 
.O 
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P^ FaaiM aowM widi fMUe ImmUi 
Aad UMtwe yelU , and grinds hn bloody t 
Though Tain the Mue, and OTOry melting lay 
To touch thy heart, aao one ci o m of remoiM! 
Know, noneter, know, thy hoar it oa the way, 
I MO, I mo the yeaia begin their aaighty oMne. 

III. 3. 

What acenee of glory riao 
Before my dasded eyee! 
Young Zophyia wave their wanton wmgi. 
And melody celestial rings : 
Along the lilied lawn the nymphs advance, 
Flush'd with love's bloom, and range the aprifhdy 



The gladsome shepherds on the monntain-side 

Array'd in all their rural pride 

Baalt the festive note. 

Inviting Bcho from her inmost grot — 

Bat ah ! the landscape glows with fainter light. 

It darkens, swims, mid flies for ever from my sighU 

IV. 1. 

ninsions vain ! Can sacred Peace reside 
Where sordid gold the breast alarms. 
Where cruelty inflames the eye of Pride, 
And Grandeur wantons in soft Pleasnie^ anni? 
Ambition 1 these are thine : 
These from the soul erase the form divine ; 
These quench the animating Are, 
That warms the bosom with sublime desire. 
Thence the relentless heart forgets to feel. 
Hate rides tremendous on th' o'erwhelming btow. 
And midnight Rancour grasps the cruel steel. 
Blase the funereal flames, and sound tha shriiht 
•fWoa. 
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IV. 2. 
From Alimm fled, thy once-beloTed retrcatf 
What region brightens in thy tmile. 
Creative Peace, and underneath thy feet 
Sen twlden flowers adorn the ragged soil f 
In bleak Siberia blows. 
Waked by thy genial breath, the balmy rose f 
Waved o'er by thy magic wand 
Does life infonn fell Lybia's bartiing sand t 
Or does some isle thy parting flight detain. 
Where roves the Indian through primeval shades t 
Haunts the pure pleasures of the woodland reign. 
And, led by reason's rey, the path of Nature treads f 

IV. 3. 

On Cuba's utmost steep* 
Far leaning o'er the deep 
The goddess' pensive form was seen. 
Her robe of Nature's varied green 
Waved on the gale : grief dimm'd her radiant eyes. 
Her swelling bosom heaved with boding sighs: 
She eyed the main ; where, gaining en the view. 
Emerging from th' ethereal blue, 
'Midst the dread pomp of war 
Gleam'd the Iberian streamer from atar. 
She saw; and on refulgent pinions borne 
Slow wing'd her way sublime, and mingled with the 



• Allodliif to the diwrof ery of Amcrlea bjr Ote Spaniards aad«r €<> 
limbas. Tlieac tw»gen m« Mfpoicd to have made tbcte In ' ' 
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TRIUMPH OF MELANCHOLY. 

Mbmoet* be still! whj throng upon the thooght 
Theee wenee deep^tein'd with Sorrow's teble djet 
Hest tboQ in atoie no joy-illamined drnaght. 
To cheer bewildered Fuicy's tearful ejret 

Yee— from afar a iandacape seems to rise, 
Beckt gorgeous by the lavish hand of Spring; 
Thin gilded douflslHoat light along the skies. 
And laughing Jjoves di»poit on flattering wing. 

How blest the youth in yonder valley laidl 
Soft smiles in every conscious feature play. 
While to the gale low>murmuring through the glade 
He tempers sweet his sprightly warbling lay. 

Hail Innocence ! whose bosom all sesene. 
Feels not fierce passion's raring tempest roll ! 
Oh ne'er may Care distract that placid mien*. 
Oh ne'er may Doubt's dark shades o'erwhelm thy Suvl. 

Tain wish ! for lo, in gay attire conceal'd 
Yonder she comes ! the heart-inflaming fiend ! 
(Will no kind power the helpless stripling shield T) 
Swift to her destined prey see Passion bend ! 

O smile accurst to hide the worst detignt! 
Kow with blithe eye she wooes him to be blest* 
While round her arm unseen a serpent twines— 
And lo, she hurls it hissing at his breast ! 

And, instant, lo, his dissy eyeball swims 
Ghastly, and, reddening, daru a threatful glan: 
Pain with strong grasp distoru his writhing liaibsy 
And Fear's eold hand erecu his bristUag hair! 
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It tills, O life, is this thy boMted prime? 
And does thy spring do happier prospect yield ? 
Why gildy the vemal son thy gaudy clime. 
When nipping mildews waste the flowery field 

How memory pains ! Let some gay theme b^oila 
The musing mind, and soothe to soft delighL 
Ye images of woe, no more recoil ; 
Be life's past scenes wrapt in oblivioiw night 

Now when fierce Winter, arm*d with wastefol poww, 
Heares the wild deep that thunders from afar. 
How sweet to sit in this sequester'd bower. 
To hear, and but to hear, the mingling war' 

Ambition here displays no gilded toy 
That tempts on desperate wing the soul to rise. 
Nor Pleasure's flower-embroider'd paths decoy. 
Nor Anguish lurks in Grandeur's gay disguise. 

Oft has Contentment cheer*d this lone abode 
With the mild languish of her smiling eye ; 
Here Health has oft in blushing beauty glow'd. 
While loose-robed Quiet stood enamour'd by. 

E'en the storm lulls to more profound repoie : 
The storm these humble walls assails in yain ; 
fitcreen'd is the lily when the whirlwind blows. 
While the oak's stately ruin strews the plain. 

Blow on, ye winds! Thine, Winter, be the skiMj 
Roll the old ocean, and the "^ales lay waste : 
Nature thy momentary rage defies ; 
To her relief the gentler seasons haste. 

Throned in her emerald-car see Spring appear I 
(As Fancy wills the landscape starts to riew) 
Her emerald-car the youthful Zephyrs bear. 
Fanning her bosom with their pinions blue. 
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Amud the joennd Hours mre flatteriiig teen ; 
And lo» her lod tbe roM-lipM power exteode ! 
And lo, the lawns are deckt in living green» 
And Beanty's bright^yed train from heaven 

HaHe, happy days, and make all nature glad — 
Bat will all natnre joy at yonr retam f 
8ay, can ye elieer pale Sidiness' gloomy bed» 
Or dry the tears that hatha th' untimely urn? 

Will ye one transient ray of gladness dart 
'Cross the daih cell where hopeless slavery liett 
To ease tired Dieappoiatment^s bleeding heart. 
Will all yonr stores of softening halm suffice? 

When fell Opplession in his harpy-fangs 
From Want's weak grasp the last^iad morsel bean. 
Can ye allay the heart-wrung parent's pangs. 
Whose famish'd child craves help with fruitless tean t 

For ah \ thy reign, Oppresuon, is not past. 
Who from the shivering limbs the vestment rends 
Who lays the onoe-rejoicing village waste. 
Bursting the ties of lovers and of friends T 

O ye, to Pleasure who resign the day. 
As loose in Luxury's clasping arms you lie, 
O yet let pity In your breast bear sway,. 
And leam to melt at Misery's moving cry. 

But hop'st thou, Muse, vain glorious as thou art» 
With the weak impulse of thy humble strain, 
Hop'st thou to soften Pride's obdurate heart. 
When Errora bright ejcample shines in vain? 

Then cease the theme. Turn, Fancy, tun thine eya^ 
Thy weeping eye, nor farther urge thy flight; 
Thy haunts, alas 1 no gleams of joy supply. 
Or tnnaie&t gleams, that flash, and sink in night. 
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Yet f«iii the mind its anguish wonld forego— 
Spread then, historic Muse, thy pictured scroll; 
Bid thy great scenes in all their splendour glow^ 
And swell to thought sublime th' exalted souL 

What mingling pomps rush boundless on the gaw! 
What gallant navies ride the heaving deep ' 
What glittering towns their cloud wrapt torrettnll*' 
What bulwarks frown horriHc o'er the steep ! 

Bristling with spears, and bright with bnmithM 
shields, 
Th' embattled legions stretch their long array ; 
Discord's red torcb| as fierce stie scours the fields* 
With bloody tincture stains the face of day. 

And now the hosts in silence wait the sign. 
Bow keen their looks whom Liberty inspires! 
Quick as the goddess darts along the line. 
Each breast impatient burns with noble fires. 

Her form how (;raceful ! In her lofty mien 
The smiles of Love stern Wisdom's frown control} 
Her fearless eye, determined though serene. 
Speaks the great purpose, and th' unconquered soak 

Mark, where Ambition leads the adverse band* 
Each feature fierce and haggard, as with pain! 
With menace loud he cries, while from his hand 
Uc vainly strives to wipe the crimson stain. 

Lo, at his call, impetuous as the storms. 
Headlong to deeds of death the hosts are driren; 
Hatred to madness wrought each face deforms, 
Mounu the black whirlwind, and involves the heavMi 

Now, Virtue, now thy powerful succoor lend. 
Shield them for Liberty who dare to die — 
Ah Liberty! will none thy cause befriend? 
Am these thy aont, thy generous sons* that fly f 

K 
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Not TittM*! teV, when Heaven its aid deniw^ 
Can brace the looaenM nerves, or warm the heart | 
Not Virtue's self can still the barst of sigbs» 
When fetteis io the soul Misfortune's dart. 

8t6» where by heareu-bred terror all dismay'd 
The scattering legions pour along the plain. 
Ainbttioii's car with bloody spoils array'd 
Uews iu broad way, as Vengeance guides the reia. 

But who if he, tliat by yon lonely brook 
With woods o'erhung and precipices rude,* 
Abandoned lies, and with undaunted look 
Sees atreamii^ from his breast the purple flood ? 

Ah, Brutus I ever thine be Virtue's tear ! 
Lo, his dim eyes to Liberty he turns. 
As scares supported on her broken spear 
0*er her expiring son the goddess mourns. 

Loose to the wind her azure mantle flies. 
From her dishevell'd locks she rends the plume; 
No lustre lightens in her weeping eyes* 
And on her tear-stain'd cheek no roses bloom. 

Meanwhile the world. Ambition^ owns thy ewa^* 
Fame's loudest trumpet labours in thy praise ; 
For thee the Muse awakes her sweetest lay. 
And flattery bids for thee her altars blaze« 

Nor in life's lofty bustling sphere alone, 
The sphere where monarchs and where heroes toU» 
Sink Virtue's sons beneath Misfortune's frown. 
While Guilt's thrill'd bosom leaps at Pleasure's smile ; 

Full oft, where Solitude and Silence dwell 
Far, far remote amid the lowly pWin, 
Resounds the voice of Woe from Virtue's cell. 
Such it man's doom, and Pity weeps in vain. 

, esech,aossrtl^toPlalu«li,wMik«MCMs 
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Still grief recoils — How vainly have I ftrove 
Thy power, O Melancholy, to withstmiid 1 
Tired I enbinit ; but yet, O yet remove. 
Or eaM the pressure of thy heavy hand. 

Yet for awhile let the bewilder'd soul 
Find in 'Society relief from woe; 
O yield awhile to Friendship's soft control ; 
Some respite. Friendship, wilt thomnot bestow t 

Com e, then. Philander ! for thy lofty mind 
Looks down from far on all that charms the great : 
For thou canst bear, unshaken and resigned. 
The brightest smiles, the blackest frowns of Fate : 

Come thou« whose love unlimited, sincere, 
Kor faction cools, nor injury destroys; 
Who lend'st to Misery's moans a pitying ear. 
And feeKst with ecstasy another's joys : 

Who know'st man's frailty ; with a favouring eye. 
And melting heart, behold'st a brother's fall ; 
Who, unenslaved by custom's narrow tie. 
With manly freedom foUow'st reason's call. 

And bring thy Delia, softly smiling fair. 
Whose spotless soul no sordid thoughts deform ; 
Her acScnts mild would still each throbbing care. 
And harmonize the thunder of the storm : 

Though blest with wisdom and with wit refined} 
She courts not homage, nor desires to shine ; 
-In her each sentiment sublime is join'd 
To female sweetness, and a form divine. 

Come, and dispel the deep-surrounding shade t 
Let chasten'd mirth the soeial hours employ ; 
O catc^h the swift- wing'd hour before 'tis fled. 
On swiftest pinion flies the hour of joy. 
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Bven while the careless disencumberM soal 
Dissolying' sinks to joy's oblivious drram. 
Even then to time's tremendoas verge we loH 
With bn»te impetnoos down life's sargy stieem. 

Can gaiety the vmnish'd years restore, . 
Or on the withering limbs fresh beauty shed. 
Or soothe the sad inevitable hour. 
Or cheer the dark dark mansions of the dead? 

Still sound the solemn knell in fancy's ear, 
Thmt cali'd Cleora to the silent tomb ; 
To her how jocund roU'd the sprightly year! 
How shone the nymph in beauty's brightest bloom I 

Ah ! Beauty's bloom arails not in the grave. 
Youth's lofty mien, nor age's awful grace ; ' 
Moulder unknown the monarch and the slave, 
Whelm'd in th' enormous wreck of human race. 

The thought fi&'d portraiture, the breathing bBSt» 
The arch with proud memorials array 'd. 
The long-lived pyramid shall sink in dust. 
To dumb oblivion's ever-desert shade. 

Fancy from eomfort wanders still astray. 
Ah, Melancholy ! how I feel thy power ! 
Long have I labour'd to elude thy sway ! * 
But 'tis enough, for I resist no more. 

The traveller thus, that o'er the midnight 
Through many a lonesome path is doom'd to 
f sits him down at last ; 
I far hii 
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'Wilder'd and weary i 
FOTloafUMa%ht,aii 
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ON 



RSCAPBD the gloom of mortal life, a soul 
Here leaves its moaldering tenement of clayf 
Safe, where no cares their whelming billows ioU« 
No doubts bewilder, and no hopes betray. 

Like thee, I once have stemm'd the sea of life ; 
Like thee, have languish'd after empty joys ; 
Like thee, have labourM in the stormy strife ; 
Been grieved for trifles, and amused with toys. 

Yet for awhile 'gainst Passion's threatftil Uait 
Let steady Reason uige the struggling oar ; 
Shot through the dreary gloom the morn at last 
Gires to thy longing eye the blissful shore. 

Forget my frailties, thou art also frail ; 
Forgive my lapses, for thyself may'st fall ; 
Nor read unmoved my artless tender tale^ 
I was a friend, O xpan, to thee, to all 



EPITAPH* 



Mot. I, mr. < 

To tkif pntve is oommitted 
All that the gntve can elun 
Of two brothers • • • • • taxd* •• •• ••f 

Who on the tU of October, MDCCL?II, 

Both onfortuoately perished in the • • • water t 

The one in his xnii, the other in his xviii year. 

Their disconsolate father ••••••••••• 

Brectt this monument to the memory of 

These amiable youths ; 

Whose early virtues promised 

Cwommon comfort to his declining years 

And singular emolument to soeiety. 

O thou! whose steps in sacred rev'rence tread 
These lone dominions of the silent dead. 
On this sad stone a pious look bestow. 
Nor oninstrocted read this tale of woe ; 
And while the sigh of sorrow heares thy breast. 
Let each rebellions murmur be supprest; 
Heaven's hidden ways to trace, for us how vain! 
Heaven's wise decrees how impious to arrugn ! 
Pure from the suins of a polluted age. 
In early bloom of life, they left the stage : 
Not doomM in lingering woe to waste their breath. 
One moment snatch'd them from the power of I>eath s 
They lived united, and united died ; 
Happy the friends, whom death cannot divide ! 

e Bsffmv«d on a lonb«loM io the ch«reh-ysrd of Lothaet, 
Is Ike ikira of Aof im. 
wko won eiowMd to croMtof fts rii 
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TiRBD with the boty crowds, that all the day 
Impatient throng where FoUy'e altan flames 
My languid powers dissolve with quick decaj^ 
Till genial Sleep repair the sinking frame. 

HaiU kind reviver ! that canst lull the cares. 
And every weary sense compose to rest. 
Lighten th' oppressive load m'hich languish 
And warm with hope the cold desponding 

Tpuch'd b> thy rod, from Power's m«jestie brov 
Drops the gay plume ; he pines a lowly clown ; 
And on the cold earth stretch 'd the son of Woa 
Qoaffi Pleasure's draught, and wears a fancied 



When roused by thee, on boundless pinions 
Fancy to fairy scenes exults to rove. 
Now scales the cli£f gay gleaming on the mom. 
Now sad and silent treads the deepening grove ; 

Or skims the main, and listens to the storms^ 
Marks the long waves roll far remote away j 
Or mingling with ten thousand glittering fonm. 
Floats on the gale, and basks in purest day. 

Haply, ere long, pierced by the howling blast. 
Through dark and pathless deserts I shall roam. 
Plunge down th' unfathom'd deep, or shrink aghait 
Where bursts the shrieking spectre from the tomb t 

Perhaps loose Luxury's enchanting smile 
Shall lure my steps to some romantic dale. 
Where Mirth's light freaks th' unheeded hooif begvUt 
And airs of rapture warble in the gale. 
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Inatracdve emUem of this mortal stete! 
Where scenea m varioa« every hoor arise 
In swift Bucceasion, which the hand of Fate 
Pfet«ciita, then snatches from our wondering iijm 

Be tanght, vain man» how fleeting all thy joys. 
Thy hoapted grandeur, and thy glittering store ; 
Death comes and all thy fancied bliss destroys. 
Quick as a dream it fades, and is no more. 

And, sons of Sorrow ! though the threatening 
Of an^rry Kortune overhang awhile. 
Let not her frowns your inward peace deform ; 
Soon happier days in happier climes shall smile. 

Through Earth's throng'd visions while we toss 
Tis tamult all, and rage, and restless strife ; 
Bvt these shall vanish Itice the dreams of 
Whea Death awakes as to immortal life. 



SONG, 

IJff IMITATION or 

I'f 'Blow, bloj9, thou wwifir 
Blew, blow, thou vernal gale! 
Thy balm will not avail 
JTo case my aching breast ; 
Though thou the billows smooth. 
Thy murmurs cannot soothe 
Uy weary soul to rest. 
Flow, flow, thou tuneful streim | 
infuse the easy dream 
Into the peaceful soul ; 
But thou canst not compose 
The tumult of my woes, 
Thongh soft thy wateis rolL 
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b, blush, ye fairett flowent 
Beaaties turpaMing yoan 
My RMalind adorn ; 
Nor is the Winter's blast 
That lays your glories waste^ 
So killing as her scorn. 

Breathe, breathe, ye tender layib 
That linger down tjie maie 
Of yonder winding grove; 
O let your soft control 
• Bend her relenting soul 
To pity and to love. 

Fade, fade, ye flowrets fair I 
Gales, fan no more the air I 
Ye streams forget to glide I 
Be httsh'd, each vernal strain ; 
Since nought can soothe mj p«faB» 
Kor mitigate her pride. 
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Wren in the crimson cloud of eVea 

The lingering light decays. 

And Uesper on the front of HemvMl 

His glittering gem displays ; 

Deep in the silent vale, unseen. 

Beside a lulling stream, 

A pensive youth, of placid mioi. 

Indulged this tender theme. 

* Ye cliffs, in hoary grandeur piled 
High o'er the glimmering dale ; 
Ye woods, along whose windings wild 
Mnnnnxt the solemn gale : 
K2 
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Where MeUachol j ftrajt foiioo^ 
And Woe retire* to weep* 
What time the wan Moon's ycUov kmm 
Oleama on the wcatem deep t 

* To ]foo, ye wattes, whose aitleit chftOli 
Ve'er drew ambition's eye, 

'Scaped a tumuliaoas world's alanns. 

To yoor retreau I fly. 

Deep in your most seqnester'd bower 

Let me at last recline. 

Where Solitude, mild, modest power. 

Leans on her iry'd shrine. 

' How shall I woo thee, mat^ess fair ! 

Thy heavenly smile how wint 

Thy smile that smooths the brow of Caio« 

And stills the storm within. 

O wilt thon to thy favourite groTO 

Thine ardent votary bring. 

And bless his hours, and bid them novo 

Serene, on silent wing T 

* Oft let Remembrance soothe his mi&d 
With dieemsof former days. 

When in the lap of Peace reclined 

He framed his infant lays; 

When Fancy roved at large, nor Cars 

Nor eold Distrust alarm'd. 

Nor Envy with malignant glare 

His simple yooth had harm'd. 

' Twas then, O Solitude ! to thee 
His enrly vows were paid. 
From heart sincere, and warm, and hm^ 
Devoted to the shade. 
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Ah why did Fate his stitpt dacoy 
In stormy paths to roam. 
Remote from all congenial joy i— 
O take the wanderer home. 



' Thy shades, thy silence now be i 
Tby charms my only theme ; 
My haant the hollow cliff, whose |nne 
Waves o'er the gloomy stream. 
Whence the scared owl on fnniont gray 
Breaks from the rustling bought^ 
And down the lone vale sails away 
To more profound repose. 

' O, while to thee the woodland ponii 

Its wildly warbling song. 

And balmy from the bank of flowers 

The Zephyr breathes along ; 

Let no rude sound invade from in, 

Ko vagrant foot be nigh. 

No ray fom Grandeur's gilded car 

Flash on the startled eye. 

' But if some pilgrim througlrthe gla4# 

Thy hallow'd bowers explore, 

O guard from harm his hoary head. 

And listen to his lore ; 

For he of joys divine shall tell. 

That wean from earthly woe. 

And triumph o'er the mighty spell 

That chains his heart below. 

' For me, no more the path invitet 
Ambition loves to tread ; 
No more I climb those toilsome heigbti^ 
By goileful Hope misled ; 
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Leaps my fond flattering heart no i 
To Ifirth't enlivening strain ; 
For prevent pleasure soon is o'«r» 
And all the past is vain/ 



ELEGY. 
WriUm in the year 1 758. 

8TILL shall anthinking man substantial deem 
The forics that fleet through life'* deceitful dreamt 
Till at some stroke of Fate the vicion flies» 
And sad realities in prospect rise ; 
And, from elysian siumbert rudely tom» 
The startled soul awakes, to think and monm. 

O ye, whose hours in jocund train advance^ 
Whose spirits to the song of gladness dance. 
Who flowery piains in endless pomp snrvey. 
Glittering in beams of visionary day ; 
O, yet while If ate delays th' impending woe^ 
Be loused to thought, anticipate the blow ; 
Lest, like the lightning's glance, the sudden Ul 
Flash to confound, and penetrate to kill ^ 
Lest, thus encompass'd with funereal gloom. 
Like me, ye bend o*er some untimely tomb. 
Pour your wild ravings in Night's frighted ear. 
And half pronounce Heaven's sacred doom severe. 

Wise, beauteous, good ! O every grace combined^ 
That charms the eye, or captivates the mind ! 
Fresh as the floweret opening on the morn. 
Whose leaves bright dn>ps of liquid pearl adom! 
Sweet as the downy-pinion'd gale, that roves 
To gather fragrance in Arabian groves 1 
Mild as the melodies at close of day. 
That haaid lamote along the vale decay ! 
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Yet, why with these compared 7 What tints so ftnci 
What sweetness, mildness, can be niatch'd with thintf 
Why roam abroad^ ftince recollection true 
Restores the lovely form to Fancy's view ; 
Still let me gaze, and every care beguile, 
Gaee on that cheek, where all the Graces smite; 
That soul expressing eye, benignly bright. 
Where Meekness beams ineffable delight; 
That brow, where Wisdom sits enthroned serem. 
Each feature forms, and dignifies the mien : 
Still let me listen, while her words impart 
The sweet effusions of the blameless heart. 
Till all my soul, each tumult charm'd away. 
Yields, gently led, to Virtue's easy sway. 

By thee inspired, O Virtue, age is young. 
And music warbles from the faltering tongue: 
Thy ray creative cheers the clouded brow, 
A ud decks the faded cheek with rosy glow. 
Brightens the joyless aspect, and supplies 
Pure heavenly lustre to the languid eyes: 
But when youth's living bloom reflects thy beams, 
llesistless on the view the glory streams. 
Love, wonder, joy, alternately alarm. 
And beauty dazzles with angelic charm. 

Ah, whither fled ! ye dear illusions, stay! 
I/O, pale and silent lies the lovely clay. 
How are the roses on that cheek decay 'd. 
Which late the purple light of youth display 'd I 
Health on her form each sprightly grace bestow'd : 
With life and thought each speaking feature glow'd. 
Fair was the blossom, soft the vernal sky ; 
Klate with hope we deem'd no tempest nigh : 
When lo, a whirlwind's instantaneous gust 
Left all its beauties withering in the dust. 

Cold the soft hand, that sooth'd Woe's weuy head! 
And qvench'd the>eye, the pitying tear dutt sbedt 
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_, J the voice, whoM pleasing i 

fafw«ng balm, into the lanUed soull 
O Death, why ann with cruelty thy power. 

And spare the idle weed, yet lop the flowert 

Why fly thy shafu in lawless error driven! 

Is Virtne then no more the care of Heaven t 

But peace, bold thought 1 be still, my bursting heart. 

We, not Elisa, felt the fatal dart. 
Kscaped the dungeon, does the slave complain. 

Nor bless the friendly hand that broke the chain! 

Say, oines not Virtue for the lingering mom, 

Od this dark wild condemn'd to roam forlorn! 

Where Reason's metcorrays, with sickly glow. 

O'er the dun gloom a dreadful glimmering throw; 

Disclosing dubious to th* affrighted eye 
O'erwhelming mountains tottering from on high^ 
Black billowy deeps in storms perpetual toss'd. 
And weary ways in wildcrtng labyrinths lost. 
O happy stroke, that burst the bonds of clay. 
Darts through the rending gloom the blase of day» 
And wings the soul with boundless flight to soar. 
Where dangcra threat and fears alarm no more. 
Transporting thought! here let me wipe away 
The tear of Grief, and wake a bolder lay. 
But ah ! the swimming eye o'erflows anew ; 
Nor check the sacred drops to Pity due ; 
Lo, where in speechless, hopeless anguish, bend 
O'er her loved dust, the parent, brother, friend ! 
How vain the hope of man! but cease thy straia« 
Nor sorrow's dread solemnity profane ; 
Mix'd with yon drooping monmers, on her bier 
In silence shed the sympathetic tear. 
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ODE TO HOPB. 

I. 1. 
O TBOU, who gladd'M the peati^e soal. 
More than Aarora's smile the twain forloiBf 
Left all night long to mourn 
Where desolation frowne, and tempestt howl) 
And shrieks of woe, as intermits the storm. 
Far o'er the monstroos wilderness resound. 
And 'cross the gloom datts many a shapeless £onB» 
And many a fire-eyed visage glares around. 
O oome» and be once more my guest : 
Come, for thou oft thy suppliant's vow hast heavd^ 
And oft with smiles indulgent cheer'd 
An^ sooth*d him into rest. 

I. 2. 

Smit by thy rapture-beaming eye 

Deep flashing through the midnight of tbeir miiuU 

The sabtfe bands combined. 

Where Fear's black banner bloats tihe troubled iky 

Appaird retire. Suspicion hides her head. 

Nor dares th' obliquely gleaming eye-ball rais«; 

Despair, with gorgon-figured veil o'erspread, 

Speecis to dark Phlegethon's detested /naae. 

Lo, startled at the heavenly ray. 

With speed unwonted Indolence upsprings> 

And, heaving, lifts her leaden wings. 

And sullen glides away : 

I. 3. 

Ten thousand forms, by pining Fancy vmw'iI^ 
Dissolve. — Above the sparkling flood 
When Phosbus rears his awful bfow. 
From lengthening lawn and valley low 
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The troopc of fe • or:> m;st« retlm. 

Along the plain 

The joyont swain 

Byes th#i %my village* again. 

And gold-illamined spire ; 

While on the billowy ether bom* 

Floats the loose lay's jovial meaanvs; 

And light along the fairy Pleasure, 

Her green robes glittering to the mora. 

Wantons on silken wing. And goblins all 

To the damp dungeon shrink, or hoary hall j 

Or westward, with impetuous flight. 

Shoot to the desert realms of their congenial 

II. 1. 

When first on nhildhood's eager gase 

life's varied landscape, stretch'd immenso>aiWiad9 

Starts oat of night profound. 

Thy voice incites to tempt th' untrodden maie. 

Fond he surveys thy mild maternal imuo. 

His bashful eye still kindling as he views. 

And, while thy lenient arm snpports his paca^ 

With beating heart the upland path pursues : 

The path that leads, where, hung sublime, 

And seen afar, youth's gallant trophies, brigltf 

In Fancy's rainbow ray, invite 

His wingy nerves to climb. 

II. 2. 
Pursue thy pleasurable way. 
Safe ID the guidance of thy heavenly gnaid. 
While melting airs are heard. 
And soft^eycd cherub-forms around thee plajs 
Simplicity, io ^areless flowers array'd. 
Prattling amusive in his accent meek } 
And Modesty, half turning as afraid. 
The smile just dimpling on his glowing cheokt 
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Content and Leisure, hand in hand 

With Innocence and Peace, advance, and ting ; 

And. Mirth, in many a mazy ring. 

Frisks o'er the flowery land. 

II. 3. 
Frail roan, how various is thy lot below ! 
To>day though gales propitious blow, 
And Peace soft gliding down the sky 
Lead ]A>ve along, and Harmony, 
To-morrow the gay scene deforms ; 
Then all around 
The thunder's sound 

Rolls rattling on through Heaven's profound. 
And down rush all the storms. 
Ye days, that balmy influence shed. 
When sweet childhood, ever sprightly. 
In paths of pleasure sported lightly. 
Whither, ah whither are ye fled ? 
Ye cherub train, that brought him on his way, 
O leave him not 'midst tumult and diamay; 
For now youth's eminence he gains : 
But what a weary length of lingering toil remaiii 

in. 1. 

They shrink, they vanish into air. 

Now Slander taints with pestilence the gale ; 

And mingling cries assail. 

The wail of Woe, and groan of grim Despair. 

Lo, wizard Envy from his serpent eye 

Darts quick destruction in each baleful glance 

Pride smiling stern, and yellow Jealousy, 

Frowning Disdain, and haggard Hate advance^ 

Behold, amidst the dire array. 

Pale wither'd Care his giant-stature realty 

And lo, his iron hand prepares 

To grasp its feeble pvey. 
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ODB TO HOPB. 
III. 2. 



Who now viU gamrd bewilder'd yovth 

Safe from the fierce uMolt of hostile nget 

Soch war can Virtue wage. 

Virtue, that bears the sacred shield of Tmdit 

Alas ! full oft on Guilt's victorious car 

The spoils of Virtue are in triumph borne ; 

While the fair captive, mark'd with many a KtB^ 

In long obscurity, oppress'd, forlorn. 

Resigns to tears her angel form. 

Ill-fated youth, then whither wilt thon fly T 

No friend, no shelter now is nigb» 

And onward rolls the storm. 

III. 3. 
But whence tht sudden beam that shoots aloiif t 
Why shrink aghast the hostile throng! 
Lo, from amidst affliction's night 
Hope bursts all radiant on the sight : 
Her wor\ls the troubled bosom soothe. 
« Why thus dismay'dr 
Though foes invade, 
Hope ne'er is wanting to their aid. 
Who read the path of truth. 
'TIS I, who smooth the rugged way, 
I, who close the eyes of Sorrow, 
And with glad visions of to-moirow 
Repair the weary soul's decay. 
When Death's cold touch thrills to the freeang 
Breams of Heaven's opening glories I impart^ 
Till the freed spirit springs on high 
In rapture too severe for weak mortality .' 
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PYGMiEO-GERA^^O-MACHIA : 



BATTLE OF THE PYGMIES AND CRANES. 



raOM THE LATIN OF ADBISON. 



The pygmy-people, and the fcather'd train. 
Mingling in mortal combat on the plain, 
I sing. Ye Muses, favour my designs. 
Lead on my squadrons, and arrange the lines ; 
The flashing swords and fluttering wings display. 
And long bills nibbling in the bloody fray ; 
Cranes darting with disdain on tiny foes. 
Conflicting birds and men, and war's unuumber'd « 

The wars and woes of heroes six feet long 
Have oft resounded in Pierian song. 
Who has not heard of Colchos' golden fleece. 
And Argo mann'd with all the flower of Greece T 
Of Thebes' fell brethren, Theseus stem of face. 
And Peleus' son unrivall'd in the race, 
Eneas, founder of the Roman line. 
And William, glorious on the banks of Boynet 
Who has not learnM to weep at Pompey't woes } 
And over Blackmore's epic page to doze ? 
'TIS I, who dare attempt unusual strains 
Of hosts unsung, and unfrequented plains ; 
The small shriH trump, and chiefs of little sise. 
And armies rushing down the darkenM skies. 

Where India reddens to the early dawn, 
Windt a deep vale from vulgar eye withdrawn : 
BoBom'd in groves the lowly region lies. 
And rocky mountmins roond the border riac. 
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Hefe, till the doom of fate its fail decreed. 
The emp«re Aottt*i.'(h'd of the pygmy breed ; ^ 
Here lodiistry performed, end Genius pUnn'd, 
And busy midtitudee o'crspread the land. 
Bat now to these long bounds if pilgqm stray, 
Teui|itiag through craggy cliffs the desperate way^ 
He finds the puny mansion fallen to earth, 
lu godlings mouldering on th' abandon'd hearth ; 
And starts, where small white bones are spread arouidf 
' Or Utile foouteps lightly print the ground ;' 
While the proud crane her nest securely builds. 
Chattering amid the desolated fields. 

But different fates befel her hostile rage. 
While reign'd, invincible through many an age^ 
The dreaded pygmy : roused by war's alarms. 
Forth rush'd the madding mannikinto arms. 
fierce to the field of death the hero flies ; 
The taint crane fluttering flaps the ground, and diea^ 
And by the victor borne (overwhelming load !) 
With bloody bill loose-dangling marks the road. 
And oft the wily dwarf in anbush lay. 
And often made the callow young his prey ; 
With slaughtered victims heap'd his board, and smil'dy 
T* avenge the parent's trespass on the child. 
Oft, where his featherVd foe bad rear'd her nett. 
And laid her eggs and household gods to rest. 
Burning for blood, in terrible array. 
The eighteen inch militia burst their way; 
All went to wreck : the infant foeman fell. 
Whence scarce his-chirping bill had broke ths shell. 

Loud uproar hence, and rage of arms arose. 
And the fell rancour of encountering foes; 
Hence d waifs and cranes one general ba>>ic whelnt» 
And Death's grim visage scares the pygmy<TCalmt. 
Not half so furious biased the warlike fire 
Of mica, high theme of the Mednian lyre ; 
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When bold to battle inarch 'd th' accoutred frogs. 
And the deep tumult thunder'd through the bogs. 
Pierced by the javelin bulrush od the snore 
Here agonizing rolIM the mouse in gore ; 
And there the frog (a scene full sad to see 1) 
Shorn of one leg, slow sprawl'd along on three: 
Me vaults no more with vigorous hops on high. 
But mourns in hoarsest croaks his destiny. 

And now the day of woe drew on apace, 
A day of woe to all the pygmy-race. 
When dwarfs were doom'd (but penitence was vain) 
To rue each broken egg, and chicken slain. 
For, roused to vengeance by repeated wrong. 
From distant climes the long-bili'd legions throng : 
From Strymon's lake, Cayster's plashy meads. 
And fen9 of Scythia, green with rustling reeds. 
From where the Danube winds through many a land. 
And Mareotis laves th' Egyptian strand. 
To rendesvoas they waft on eager wing, 
And wait assembled the returning spring. 
Meanwhile they trim their plumes for length of flight. 
Whet iheir keen beaks, and twisting claws, for fight; 
Each crane the pygmy power in thought o'erturns. 
And every bosom for the battle bams. 

When genial gales the frozen air unbind. 
The screaming legions wheel, and mount the wind ; 
Far in the sky they form their Inng array. 
And land and ocean stretch'd immense survey 
Deep deep beneath; and, triumphing in pride. 
With clouds and winds commix'd, innumerous ride: 
Tit wild obstreperous clangour all, and heaven 
Whirls, in tempestuous undulation driven. 

Nor lest th' alarm that shook the world below. 
Where march'd in pomp of war th' embattled foe : 
Where mannikins with haughty step advance. 
And grasp the shield, and coach the quivering lance : 
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To right and left the lengthening lines they form. 
And rank'd in deep array await the storm. 

High in the midst the chief taia-dwarf was teen. 
Of giant stataiv, and imperial mien : 
Full twenty inches tall, he strode along. 
And view'd with lofty eye the wondering throng : 
And while with many a scar his visage frown'd. 
Bared his broad bosom, rough with many a wonml 
Of beaks and claws* disclosing to their sight 
The glorious meed of high heroic might. 
For with insatiate vengeance he pursued. 
And never-ending hate, the feathery brood. 
Unhappy they, confiding in the length 
Of horny beak-, or talon's cmoked strength, 
Who durst abide his rage ; the blade descends. 
And from the panting trunk the pinion rends : 
Laid low in dust the pinion waves no more. 
The trunk disfigured stiffens in its goie. 
What hosts of heroes fell beneath his force! 
What heaps of chicken carnage mark'd hiscoufte ! 
How oft, O Strymon, thy lone banks along. 
Did wailing £cho waft the funeral song ! 

And now from far the mingling clamours rise. 
Loud and more loud rebounding through the tkiea. 
From skirt to skirt of Heaven, with stormy sway, 
A cloud rolls on, and darkens all the day. 
Near and more near descends the dreadful shade. 
And now in battailous array displayed. 
On sounding wings, and screaming in their ire. 
The cranes rush onward, and the fight require. 

The pygmy warriors eye with fearless glare 
The host thick swarining o'er the burtben'd air ; 
Thick swarming now, but to their native land 
Doom'd tb return a.scanty straggling band. — 
When sadden, darting down the depth of Heaven, 
Fitice on th' expecting foe the cranes are driven. 
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The kindling frenzy every bosom warms, 

Tbe region echoes to the crash of arms : 

Loose feathers from th' encountering armies fly. 

And in careering whirlwinds monnt the sky. 

To breathe from toil apsprings the panting crane. 

Then with fresh vigour downward darts again. 

Success in equal balance hovering hangs. 

Here, on the sharp spear, mad with mortal pangt^ 

The bird transfix'd in bloody vortex whirls. 

Yet fierce in death the threatening talon curls ; 

There, while the life-blood bubbles from his woand. 

With little feet the pygmy beaU the ground; 

Deep from his breast the short short sob he draws. 

And, dying, curses the keen- pointed claws. 

Trembles the thundering field, thick cover'd o'er 

With falchions, mangled wings, and streaming gore. 

And pygmy arms, and beaks of ample sise. 

And here a claw, and there a finger lies. 

Encompass'd round with heaps of slaughtered foes. 
All grim in blood the pigmy champion glows, 
Aq^ on th' assailing host impetuous springs. 
Careless of nibbling bills, and flapping wings ; 
And 'midst the tumult, wheresoe'er he turns. 
The battle with redoubled fury bums ; 
From ev'ry side th' avenging cranes amain 
Throng, to o'erwhelm this terror of the plain* 
When suddenly (for such the will of Jove) 
A fowl enormous, sousing from above. 
The gallant chieftain cluteh'd, and soaring high, 
(Sad chance of battle!) bore him up the sky. 
The cranes pursue, and clustering in a ring. 
Chatter triumphant round the captive king. 
But ah! what pang$ each pygmy bosom wrung. 
When, now to cranes a prey, on talons hung. 
High in the clouds they saw their helpless lord. 
Hit wriggling form still lessening as he soar'd. 
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Lo! yet afmin, with aoabated nge» 
In mortal strife the mingling hoeu engage. 
The crane with darted bill assaaitt the foe. 
Hovering ; then wheels aloft to 'scape the blow : 
The dwarf in aogoish aims the vengefnl wound s 
Bnt whirls in empty air tlie falchion round. 

Snch was the scene, when 'midst the loud alams 
Sublime th' eternal Thanderer rose iu arms. 
When Briarens, by mad amlntion driven, 
Ifeaved Pelion huge, and hurl'd it high at Heavca« 
Jove roird redoubling thunders from on high, 
Moanlatns and boltft encounter'd in the sky ; 
Till one stupendous ruin wheim'd the crew. 
Their vait limbs weltering wide in brimstone blue. 

But now at length the pygmy legions yield. 
And wing'd with terror fly the fatal field. 
They raise a weak and melancholy wail. 
All in distraction scattering o'er the vale. 
Prone on their routed rear the cranes descend ; 
Their bills bite furious, and their ulons rend : 
With unrelenting ire they urge the chase, ^ 

Sworn to exterminate the hated race. 
Twas thus the pygmy name, once great in war. 
For spoils of conquer'd cranes renown'd afar, 
Perish'd. For, by the dread decree of Heaven* 
Short is the date to eanhly grandeur given. 
And vain are all attempts to roam beyond 
Where fate has iix'd the everlasting bound. 
Fallen are the trophies of Assyrian power. 
And Persia's proud dominion i^ no more; 
Yf a. though to both superior far ii\ fame. 
Thine empire, Latium, is an empty name. 

And now with lofty chiefs of ancient time« 
The pygmy heroes roam th' elysian dime. 
Or, if belief to matron tales be due. 
Poll oft, in the belated shepherd's view. 
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Their frisking forms, in gentle green umy'df 
Gambol secure mmid the moonlight glade. 
Secure, for no alarming cranes molest. 
And all their woes in long oblivion rest: 
Down the deep vale, and narrow winding wij^ 
They foot it featly, ranged in ringlets gay : 
Tis joy and frolic all, where'er they rove* 
And Fairy>people is the name they love. 
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A FABLE. 
Yma, yes, I grant the sons of Earth 
Are doom'd to trouble from their bbth. 
We all of sorrow have our share ; 
Bat say, is yours without compare ? 
Look round the world ; perhaps yoiill ted 
Bach individual of our kii^ 
Eress'd with an equal load of ill. 
Equal at least. Look further still. 
And own your lamentable case 
Is little short of happiness. 
In yonder hut that stands alone 
Attend to Famine's feeble moan ; 
Or view the couch where Sickness Uet^ 
Mark his.pale cheek, and languid eyes« 
His frame by strong convulsion torn. 
His stmggling sighs, and looks forlorn. 
Or see, transfix'd with keener pangs. 
Where o'er his hoard the miser hangs; 
Whistles the wind ; he starts, he stares* 
Nor Slumber's balmy blessing shares ; 
Despair, Remorse, and Terror roll 
Their tempests on his harass'd smU. 
L 
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B«t here peAape it may av»i1 
T* eBferee oar reasoning witta a tale. 

Mild was the teom, the sky serene. 
Hie jolly hooting band convene, 
Thtb (eagle's breast with ardoar bams. 
The booitfag steed the champaign sparae. 
And Faaey oft the game descries 
Throngh the bound's nose, and hantamaafii eyti. 

Jost then, a eooncil of the hares 
Had met, on national affairs. 
The chiefs were set ; while o'er their head 
The fnne its frissled covering spread. 
Long lists of grievances were heard. 
And general discontent appeared. 
' Oar harmless race shall erery savage 
Both qaadffoped and biped ravage ? 
Shall horses, honnds, and hunters stUi 
Unite their wite to work us ill t 
The ymA» his parent's sole del^^ht. 
Whose tootn the dewy lawns invite. 
Whose poise in every vein beats strong. 
Whose limbs leap light the vales slong. 
May yet e>a noontide meet his death. 
And lie dismember'd on the heath. 
?or yonth, alas, nor caetioas age, 
Kor ttrength, nor speed, elades their rsge. 
In every ield we meet the foe. 
Bach gale comes fraeght with sounds of wM{ 
The morning bat awakes oar fears. 
The evening sees as bathed in tean. 
But most we ever idly grieve, 
Kor strive onr lortnnes to relieve t 
Small is eneh IndividoaFs foree ; 
To stratagem be oar recoarse ; 
And than, from all onr tribes eomhiaad^ 
The mnidererto his eoac may find 
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Vo fioM mn weak, whom Justice arms. 
Whom OoDcord leads, and Hatred wanu. 
Be Toaaed : or liberty acqnire. 
Or ia the great attempt expire.' 
He said no anore, for in his breast 
Conflicting thoughts the voice sappieas'd : 
The fire ef vengeanee seem'd to stream 
From bis swoln eyeball's yellow gleaaa. 

And now the tumoltt of the war. 
Mingling confusedly from afar» 
Swell in the wind. Now louder cries 
Distinct of hounds and men arise. 
Forth from tne brake, with beating heait, 
Th' assembled hares tumultuous starts 
And, every straining ner\'e on wing. 
Away preoipitateiy spring. 
.The hunting oand, a signal given, 
Thidc thundering o'er the i^ain are drivea ; 
O'er cliff abrup»., and shrubby mound. 
And river \>road, impetuous bound : 
Now plunge amid the forest shades, 
Qlance through the openings of the glades ; 
Now o'er the level valley sweep. 
Now witii snort steps strain up the steep ; i 

While backward from the humerus eyes 
The landscape like a torrent flies. 
At last an ancient wood they gain'd. 
By pruner'a ane yet unprofaned. 
High o'er the rest, by Nature rear'd. 
The oak'e mi^iestic boughs appear'd : 
Beneath, a copse of various hue 
In barbarous luxuriance grew. 
No knife had curb'd the rambling sprays. 
No hand had wove th' implicit maaa. 
The flowering thorn, self-taught to wind. 
The haael's stubborn stem intwined, 
• Q 
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And brmmble twiga were wreath'd atoaody 
And rough fane crept along the groond. 
Hen theltering from the tons of fflurther^ 
The hares drag their tired limba no Incther. 

Bat lo,the wettem wind ere long 
Was loud, and roar'd tlie woods among ; 
From rustling leaves and crashing boagha 
The sound of woe and war arose. 
The hares distracted scour the grove. 
As terror and amaxement drove; 
fiat danger, wheresoe'er they fled, 
Siill seem'J impeqrling o'er their head. 
Now crowded in a giotto's gloom. 
All hope extinct, they wait their' doom. 
Dire was the silence, till, at length, 
Bven from despair deriving strenscth. 
With bloody eye and furious look. 
A daring yonth arose and spoke. 

* O wretched race, the scorn of Fate, 
Whom ills of every sort await i 
O, cursed with keenest sense to feel 
The sharpest sting of every ill \ 
Say ye, who fraught with mighty schenM, 
Of liberty and vengeance dream. 
What now remains t To what recess 
Shall we our weary steps address. 
Since Fate is evermore pursuing 
All ways, and means to work our mint 
Are we alone, of all beneath, 
Condemn'd to misery worse than death? 
Must we. with fruitless labour, strive 
In misery worse than death to live t 
No. Be the smaller ill our choice : 
So dictates Nature's powerful voice. 
Death's pang will in a moment cease ; 
And then. All hail, eternal peace!' 
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That while he spoke, his words impart 
The dire rssolve to every heart. 

A distant lake in prospect lay^ 
Hiaty glittering in the solar ray, 
Gleam'd through the dusky trees, and aliol 
A tremUing light along the grot. 
Thither with one consent they bend. 
Their sorrows with their lives to end ; 
While each, in thought, already heart 
The water hissing in his ears. 
Fast by the margin of the lake, 
Conceal'd within a thorny brake, 
A linnet sate, whose careless lay 
Amused the solitary day. 
Careless he sung, for on his breast 
Sorrow no lasting trace impress'd ; 
When suddenly he heard a sound 
Of swift feet traversing the ground. 
Quick to the neighbouring tree he flies. 
Thence trembling casts around his eyet ; 
No foe appeared, his fears were vain i 
Pleased he renews the sprightly strain. 

The hares, whose noise had caused hit Irighty 
Saw with surprise the linnet's flight. 
' Is there on earth a wretch/ they taid, 
' Whom our approach can strike with dfaad T 
An instantaneous change of thought 
To tumult every bosom wrought. 
So fares the system-building sage. 
Who, plo<lUing on from youth to age. 
At last on some fouudation>dream 
Has rear'd aloft his goodly scheme. 
And proved his predecessors foolt. 
And bound all nature by his rulet ; 
So iaiet he in that dreadful how. 
When injuied Truth exeru her pow«> 
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son to raite« 
Wlikb, banting on his frighted gut* 
From its pcood •ammit to the giovinl 
PiOTM Uie whole edifice nnaonnd. 

' Cbttdfcs/ thus spoke a hare Mdil9» 
Who oft had haovn th^extreuea of lai^ 
' In alight eveata the dodle mind 
Maj hintaof good instraction find. « 
That onrcendition is the worst* 
And we with such misf ortones oust 
As all compariaon defy* 
Was late the nniversal erf ; 
When lo, an accident so slight 
As yonder little linnet's fiight. 
Has made your stubborn heart confess 
(Sd your amaaement bids me gness) 
That all oar load of woes and fears 
Is bat a part of what he bears. 
Where can he rest secure from hanns» 
Whom even a helpless hare alarms t 
Yet he repines not at his lot. 
When past, the danger is forgot : 
On yonder boogh he trims his wings. 
And with unnsaal rapture sings : 
While we, less wretched, sink beneath 
OnrKghleritis, and rush to death. 
Ko more of this unmeaning rage. 
But hear, my friends, the words of i^. 

* When by the winds of autumn driven 
The scattered douds By 'croM the Heaven, 
Oft have we, from some mountain's head. 
Beheld th' alternate light and shside 
Sweep the long vale. Here hovering lowers 
The shadowy dond ^ there downwards f 
Streaming dir«ot» « flood of day. 
Which fnm tfa* vlaw fliaa awif t awny ; 
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It fliet, while other shades adranoe. 
And oiher streaks of sunshine glaoM. 
Thus cheqtter'd is the life below 
With gleams of joy and clouds of woe. 
Then hope not, while we jonrnej oa. 
Still to bJB basking in the sunt 
Nor fear> though now in shades ye moon 
That annshine will no more return. 
If, by your terrors otercome. 
Ye ily before th' approaching gloom. 
The npld clouds your flight pur8ue> 
lid darkn^s still o'ercasts your view. 
Who longs to teach the radiant plain 
Must eiiward uijge his course amain ^ 
For doubly swift ihe shadow flies. 
When 'gainst the gale the pilgrim plies. 
At least be firm, and undisma/d 
Maintain your ground ! the fleeting shade 
Bre long spontaneous glides away. 
And gives you back th' enlivening ray. 
Lo, while I speak, our danger past ! 
No m4ire the shrill horn's angry blast 
Howls in our ear ; the savage roar 
Of war and murder is no more. 
Then snatch the moment fate allows. 
Nor think of past or future woes.' 
He spoke ; and hope revives ^ the lake 
That instant one and all forsake. 
In sweet amusement to employ 
The pMtetit iprightly hour of joy. 

Now from the western mountain's lwMr» 
Compass'd with clouds of various glow^ 
The Sun a broader orb displays. 
And shoots aslope his ruddy rays. 
The lawn asaumes a fresher grsc«» 
Aad dew-dsops st»aQgie all the scaao. 



IM ON LORD (!*•'« VIRTH-OAT. 

The balmy sepliyr breathes aloDg, 
The shepherd sings his tender song; 
^tb all their lays the groves reaoondy 
And falling waters murmar roand» 
B i a c ot d and care were pat to flight. 
And all was peace, and calm delight. 



EPITAPH: 



Bnm§ Pmrt tf mm JnaeripHomfar a Ma mmmeut to h§ 
mnetei hg a GemUBmum to tkt Mmmory of hit Lmig. 

Fakbwbll, my best beloved ! whose heavenly miad 

Uenios with virtue, strength with softness join*d ; 

Devotion^ undebased by pride or art. 

With meek simplicity, and joy of heart ; 

Though sprightly, gentle ; though polite, tineou i 

And only of thyself a judge severe ; 

Unblamed, unequall'd in each sphere of life. 

The tenderett daughter, sister, parent, wife. 

In thee their patroness th' afflicted lost ; 

Thy friends, their pattern, ornament, and boast ; 

And I — but ah, can words my loss declare. 

Or paint th' extremes of transport -and despair 1 

O thou, beyond what verse or speech can tell. 

My guide, my friend, my best-beloved, farewell I 



ODE ON LORD H»*'s BIRTH-DAY. 

A MU8B, iinskiird in venal praise, 
Unstain'd with flatt'ry's art ; 
Who loves simplicity of lays 
Breathed ardent from the heart ^ 
Wliile gratitude and joy inspire, 
^ I the long-unpractised 1^, 
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To hail. O, H««, thy niital mom: 
No gaady wreath of flowers she weaTSt, 
But twines with oak the laarel leAvea, 
Thy cradle to adorn. 

For not on beds of gaudy flowers 

Thine ancestors reclined. 

Where sloth dissolves, and spleen dovoun 

All energy of mind. 

To hurl the dart, to ride the car* 

To stem the deluges of war. 

And snatch from fate a sinking land ; 

Trample th' invader'^ lofty crest. 

And from his grasp the dagger wrest. 

And desolating brand : 

Twas this that raised th'illnstrioQS lino 

To match the first in fame ! 

A thousand years have seen it shine 

With unabated flame : 

Have seen thy mighty sires appear 

Foremost in glory's high career. 

The pride and pattern of the brav«. 

Yet, pure from lust of blood their fire» 

And from ambition's wild desire. 

They triumph'd but to save. 

The Muse with joy attends their way 
The vale of peace along : 
There to its lord the village gay 
Renews the grateful song. 
Yon castle's glittering towers contain 
No pit of woe, nor clanking chain. 
Nor to the suppliant's wail resound ; 
The open doors the needy bless, 
Th' unfriended hail their calm notm. 
And gladness snules around. 
L2 



Oh LORD H»«'« BIETH-DAY. 

Then to the symtiathctic heart 
Iiife'9 bert deUgbts belong* 
Td mitigvte the mooraer^e MieiCt 
To guanl the week fnsm wnng. 
Ye ioiie oi lexuty* be wite t 
Know, happineM forever flies 
The cold and aolitaiy breait ; 
fbsD let the aneial iaatinet glov* 
And learn to feel another'a woe. 
And in hie joy be Ueat. 

O jet, eie Pleasure plant her nam 

For onsospecting youth ; 

Bn Flattery her long prepare 

To check the voice of Troth ; 

O may hia ooontry's guardian power 

Attend the slombering infant's bowat» 

And bright, inspiring dreains impnr^ 

To ffonse th' hereditary fire. 

To kindle each sublime desire. 

Exalt, and warm the heart. 

Swift to reward a parent's fears, 
A parent's hopes to crown. 
Roll on in peace, ye blooming years. 
That rear htm to renown ; 
When in his finish'd form and face 
Admiring multitudes shall trace 
Bach patrimonial charm combined. 
The courteous yet majestic mien. 
The liberal smile, the look serene. 
The great and gentle mind. 

Yet, though thou draw a nation's wym. 
And win a nation's love. 
Lei Ml thy towering mind deipiit 
Hie village and Ibe grave. 
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TO LADY COW DON. 

Ko flwider there shall woand thy i 
Vo niffian take bis deadly aim, 
Ko rival weave the secret soara : 
For Inaocence with angel smilo» 
Simplicity that knows no guile. 
And Love and Peace are there. 

When winds the mountain mkmmtS^ 
And lay its glories waste. 
Content may slnmber in the vale. 
Unconscious of the blast. 
Through scenes of tumnlt while we roMBj 
The heart, alas ! is ne'er at home. 
It hopes in time to roam no note ^ 
The mariner, not vainly brave. 
Combats the storm, and ridea the wfvn. 
To rest at last on shore. 

Ye prondf ye selfish, ye severe. 
How vain your mask of state 1 
The good alone have joy sincere. 
The good alone «re great : 
Great, when, amid the vale of petce^ 
They bid the plaint of sorrow ceaae. 
And hear the voice of artless praite ^ 
As when along the trophy'd plain 
Sublime they lead the victor tmin^ 
While shouting nations gase. 



TO THE ftlOHT ROM. 

LADY CHARLOTT£ OOADOlf, 
Dnmi •» a Tartan Seateh Bmnei, with PUmth 4"^ 
Why, l«iy , wUt thou himd thy Iwely hiwr 



With the draad semblance of that wuiilM 1 
That nodding plume, and wreaftbef vwnMiglw, 
That graced the dneis of Seatin'ft aKiMtratte t 



«tt THE HERMIT. 

Thou kttowcst that Vimie m of power the 9onxtm, 
And all her megie to thy eyes is given ; 
We 94u their empire, while we feel their force* 
Beaming with the benignity of heaven. 
The plnmy helmet, and the martial mien. 
Might dignify Minerva's awful charms ; 
But more resistleee far th' Idalian queen — 
SaOeSy gracea, gentleness, her only arms. 



THE HERMIT. 

At the doee of the day, whAu the hamlet is still. 
And mortals the aweets of foi^etf ulness prove. 
What nooght bat the torrent is heard on the hill. 
And nought bat the nightingale's song iu the grove s 
Twas thosy by the cave of the mountain afar. 
While his harp rung sympbonious, a hermit began: 
No more with himself or with nature at war. 
He thooght as a sage, though be felt as a man. 

' Ah! why, all abandonM to darkness and woe. 
Why, lone Philomela, that languishing fall ? 
For spring shall return, and a lover bestow. 
And sorrow no longer thy bosom intbral : 
But* if pity inspire thee, renew the sad lay. 
Mourn, sweetest complainer, man calls thee to mourn 
O soothe him, whose pleasures like thine pass away : 
Pull quIoUy they pass — ^but they never return. 
'Now gliding remote, on the verge of the sky. 
Hie Moon, half extingoish'd, her crescent displays : 
Bat lately I markM, when miyestic on high 
She shone, and the planets were lost in her blaze. 
Roll on, thoa fair orb, and with gladness parsoe 
The path that conducts thee to splendour again. 
Bat man's iMled glory what change shall renew t 
Ah Ibbl I to exalt in a glory so vain ! 
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"Til nighty and the landscape ia lovely no more; 
I mourn, but, ye woodlanda, I monrn not for you ; 
For mom is approaching, your diarms to restore|t 
Perfumed with fresh fragrance, and glittering with dew: 
19or yet for the ravage of winter I mourn ; 
Kind feature the embryo blossom will save. 
But when shall spring visit the mouldering urn ! 
O when shall it dawn on the night of the grave ! 

* 'Twas thus, by the glare of false science betray'd. 
That leads, to bewilder ; and dazzles, to blind ; 
My thoughu wont to roam, from shade onward to 

. shade. 
Destruction before me, and sorrow behind. 
O pity, great Father of Light,' then I cried, 
' Thy creature, who fain would not wander from tht«; 
Lo, humbled in dust, I relinquish my pride : 
From doubt and from darkness thou only canst free ! 

-** And darkness and doubt are now flying away. 

No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn. 

So breaks on the traveller, faint, and astray, 

'ilie bright and the balmy effulgence of mom. 

See Truth, Love, and Mercy, in -triumph descending. 

And nature all glowing in Eden's first bloom ! 

On the cold cheek of Death smiles and roses are 

blending. 
And Beauty immortal «wakes from the tomb.' 
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•■ TBI EBTOBT 0» A VOMUMENT TO BS BBMTS» 
III WUTMIlltTBE ABBBY, TO THB MBKOBT Off 
A LATB AUmOB, (OBOBGMILL.) 

( Writtem m 1765. j 

{Put of B leCter to a peraoa of qatll^.T 

Lbst yoor ]ordahip,who are so well acquainted 

with evwy thing that rclacca to tra« hoDoar»ahonkl 
think haidly of me lot attncUng the mcmovy of th« 
dead, I beg leave lo offer a fev wonU ia my own vindft 



If I had compoaed the following vefeea with « view 
to gratifjr private letentment, to promote the intereet of 
any faction, or to reeommend myself to the patronage 
of any person whatsoever, I should have been altoge^ 
ther inexeosable. To attock the memory of the dead 
from selfish considevations, or from mere wantonness or 
malice, is an enormity which none can bold in greater 
detestation than I. Bat I composed them from very 
different motives ; as every intelligent reader, who pe- 
ruses them with attention, and who is willing to bdieve 
me npon my own testimony, will andonbtedly perceive. 
My motives proccffeded from a sincere desire to do some 
small service to my country, and to the canso of trufb 
and virtae. The promoters of faction T ever did» xnd 
ever will consider as the enemies of mankind : *o the 
memory of such I owe no veneration : to th« writings 
of such I owe no indulgence. 

Your lordship knows^that(Churcbill>owed the grea^ 
est share of his renown to the most incompetent of all 
Judges, the mob : actuated by the most unworthy of 
all principles, a spirit of insolence, %ud inflamed by the 
vilest of all human passions, hatred to their feUow« 
dtiiens. Those who joined the cry in his £avooi 
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1 to me to be twayed rather by fathion than by 
real sentiment t he therefore might have lived and 
died vnmolested by me^ confidenl as I am, thftt pos> 
terity, when the present unhappy dissensions are Ibr- 
gotten, will do ample justice to his real character. Bat 
when I saw the extravagant honours that were paid to 
his memory^ and heard thata monument in Westmiostir 
Abbey was intended for one whom even his admirers 
aeknowledge to have beenjui incendiary, and a de* 
bauchee, I could not help wishing that my countrymen 
would reflect a little on what they were doing» before 
they consecrated, by what posterity would think the 
public voice, a character, which no friend to virtue or 
true taste can ^prove. It was this sentiment, enforced 
by the earnest request of a friend, which produced the 
following little poem ; in which I have said nothing of 
(Chnrehiirs) manners that is not warranted by the best 
authority; nor of his writings, that is not perfectly 
agreeable to the opinion of many of the most compeuat 
judges in Britain. 

(Aberdttn,') Jmmmrjf, I7IS. 



fiUPO, begone! with thee may faction's fire, 
That hatch'd thy salamander-fame, expire. 
Fame, dirty idol of the brunless crowd. 
What halfmade moon-calf can mistake for good ! 
Since shared by knaves of high and low degree — 
Cromwell and Catiline ; Guide Faux, and thee. 

By nature uninspired, unUaght by art» 
With not one thought that breathes the feeling hearty 
With not one offering vow'd to Tirtue's shrine. 
With not one pure unprostituted line ; 
Alike debauch'd in body, soul, and lays;— 
For pensioa'd cenenre, and for pension'd praise. 
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P«r ribaldry, for libdt, le vdneat, lies. 

For biMphemj of all the good and wiaa : 

Coane violence in coaner doggrel writ. 

Which bawling blackguards spellM, and took for wit: 

For conscience, honour, slighted, tpom'd, o'eithrown : 

Lo, Bnfo shines tife minion of renown. 

Is this the land that boasu a Milton's fire. 
And magic Spenser's wildly warbling lyre! 
The land that owns th' omnipotence of song. 
When Shakspeare whirls the throbbing heart along? 
The land, where Pope, with energy divine. 
In one strong blase bade wit and fancy shine : * 
Whose verw, by truth in virtue's triumph borne. 
Gave knaves to infamy, and fools to scorn ; 
Yet pure in manners, and in thought refined. 
Whose life and lays adom'd and bless'd mankind t 
Is this the land, where Gray's unlabour'd art 
Soothes, melts, alarms, and ravishes the heart : 
While the lone wanderer's sweet complainings flow 
In simple miyesty of manly woe : 
Or while, sublime, on eagle-pinion driven, [Heaven f 
He soars Pindaric heights, and sails the waste of 
Is this the land, o'er Sheflstone's recent urn 
Where all the Loves and gentler Graces mourn T 
And where, lo crown the hoary bai^ of night* 
The Muses and the Virtues all unite 7 
Is this the land, where Akenside displays 
The bold yet temperate flame of ancient days F 
Like the rapt 8age,t in genius as in theme. 
Whose liallow'd strain rcnown'd llyssus' stream : 
Or him, the indignant bard,t whose patriot ire. 
Sublime in vengeance, smote the dreadful lyre : 
For truth, for liberty, for virtue warm. 
Whose mighty song unnerved a tyrant's arm, 

a Dr. Yanna . t Plato. 

See AteoiMe** Ode oa Lyric Pectiy. 
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Bmh'd tli« rade roar of disconi, ra^re, and lust. 
And ipuni'd licentious demagogues to da»t. 

Is this the queen of realms ! the glorious isle, 
Britannia, blest in Heaven's indulgent imile ( 
Guardian of truth, and patroness of art. 
Nurse of th' undaunted soul, and generous heart 
Where, from a base unthankful world exiled. 
Freedom exults to roam the careless wild : 
Where taste to science every charm supplies. 
And genius soars unbounded to the skies ! 

And shall a Bufo's most polluted name 
Stain her bright tablet of untainted fame ? 
Shall his disgraceful name with theirs be join'd. 
Who wish'd and wrought the welfare of their kind? 
His name accurst, who leagued with •••••• and Hell, 

Laboured to rouse, with rude and murderous yell. 
Discord the fiend, to toss rebellion's brand. 
To whelm in n^e and woe a guiltless land : 
fo frustrate wisdom's, virtue's noblest plan. 
And triumph in the miseries of man. 

Drivelling and dull, when crawls the reptile Muse, 
Swoln from the sty, and rankling fmm the stews. 
With envy, spleen, and pestilence replete. 
And gorged with dust she lick'd from Treason's feet : 
Who once, like Satan, raised to Heaven her sight. 
But tum'd abhorrent from the hated light : — 
O'er such a Muse shall wreaths of glory bloom T 
No — shame and execration be her doom. 

Hard-fated Bufo ! could not dulness save 
Thy soul from sin, from infamy thy grave ? 
Blackmore and Quarles, those blockheads of renowa, 
Lavish'd their ink, but never harm'd the town. 
Though this, thy brother in discordant song, 
Harass'd the ear, and cramp'd the labonring tongue: 
And that, like thee, taught staggering prose to stand. 
And limp on stilts of rhyme around the land. 



IM OK CHURCHILL. 

HarwlBM tlMf dflMii a icribbliiif life avaj* 
Aad jawaiaf aatiMi* ovn'd th' imunciow laj; 
But from thy y aw l ew , rade, uid*beucly hnni 
Ifhat fkvy ImtilMd th' UMMidwry stnia? 

Did hate to nco osMperato thy ttyler 
No— B«fo oiatch'd the vilest of the vile. 
Yet blaaon'd «m hie vene with Yiitoe'e name' 
Thee pnidee look down to hide their mmt of tb 
Thee hypocritee to trath, and foob to i 
And fopt to tatte, have aooBCtim 
Thet thievee and gameeten swear by honoer*! lane : 
That pension-hnnten bawl * their coontiy'a eaate ^ 
Thos forioet Teagve for moderation raved. 
And own'd his muI to liberty enslaved. 

Ner yet. Chough thousand cits admire thy rage, 
Thoogh lees of fool than felon marks thy page : 
Nor yet» thongh here and there one lonely sparic 
Of wit half brightens throngh th' involving dark. 
To shew the gloom more hideous for the foil. 
Bat not repay the dradging reader's toil ; 
(For who for one poor pearl of doaded ray 
Throagh Alpine dnnghttls delves his desperate way t) 
Bid genias to thy vene each bane impart T 
No* Twas the demon of thy venom'd heart 
(Thy heart with raneoor's qaintessenoe endaed)« 
And the blind seal of a mi^adging crowd. 

Thus frpm rank soil a poisonM mashroom sprang^ 
Naisling obscene of mildew and of dang: 
By Heaven design'd on iu own native spot 
Harmless t' enlarge iu bloated balk, and rot. 
Bat Gluttony tli' abortive nuisance saw ; 
It roased his ravenoos undisceming maw : 
Qulp'd down the tasteless throat, the mess abhof/d 
Shot fiery influence roond the maddening board. 

O had thy vetse been impotent as dnil. 
Nor spoke the raneorons heart, Imt leaipish staril ; 




THE JUDGMBHT OF PARIS. 

Hail rnabs di«ting«»h'd, tbej who iMwl'd Ay i 
The icid« fma th^mre d 
From fukcf* Mul 4by grow i 
From dwmtkst trath thy i~ 
From elegance confosion'i JBonatrooa i 
And firom tlie lion'i ipoile the aenlking aaa* 
From nptme*a itTain the dnwling dos^rol lint. 
From warbling tenphim the granting ewiae ; 
With gluttons, donees, lakes, thy name had dtfi. 
Nor o'er her milled Dune Bricaunin wcpc ; 
Nor had the Moae, with honeM ani poaacaa'd* 
T" avAige her conntfy, by thy name diifvacad. 
Raised this bold strain for virtaa, tvatfa, i 
And thy fell shade to infamy resign'd. 
When frailty leads astray the aoal i ' 
Let merey shed the soft and manly tear. 
When to the grave descends the senawU sot. 
Unnamed, nnnoticed, let his canioa tM. 
When paltry rogaea, by stealth, deceit, or font. 
Hazard their necks, ambitiooa of year parse i 
For soeh the hangman wreath* his traaty gis» 
And let the gallows expiate tbdr sin. 
Bat when a rolfian, whose poftentoas crimaa 
Like plagaes and earthqankca tcfiify tho tiasoi, 
THomphs throagh life, from legal jaJgrnwi Irao, 
For Hell may hatch what law coold no'cr f o io aaai 



Xndaa thoagh dead, though daam'd, we atill dalail. 



THB JUDGMENT OF PARIS. 
(PmkOtktd te rm.) 
Fab m the depth of Ida's inmost grove, 
A scene for lore and adstode dcaign'd ; 
Wbero floweiy woodUnea wild by Natnro wore 
FomM the looe bower, the wpX awais imXI mi* 
.R 
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▲n «p the craggy cliffi, ihmt tower'd to Heavent 
Of«ai wmwtd the nnnDtuiDg pines on eveiy mAm, 

Save «beie» fair opening to the bealk of even* 
A dale sloped gndoal to the valley wide. 

Beho'd the vale with many a cheerful note; 

The lowing of the herds resounded long. 
The shrilling pipe, and mellow horn remote 

And social clamours of the festive throng. 

For now, low hovering o*er the western main. 
Where amber clouds begirt his dazsling throne. 

The Sun with ruddier verdure deckt the plain ; 
And lakes and streams, aud spires triumphal shone. 

And many a band of ardent youths were seen; 

Some into rapture fired by glory's charms. 
Or hurl'd the thundering car along the green. 

Or march'd embattled on in glittering arms. 

Others more mild, in happy leisure gay, 
Tlie darkening forest's lonely gloom explore^ 

Or by Scamander's flowery margin stray. 
Or the blue Hellespont's resounding shore. 

But chief the eye to Ilion's glories tum'd. 
That gleam'd along th' extended champaign far. 

And bulwarks in terrific pomp adom'd. 
Where Peace sat smiling at the frowns of War. 

Rich in the spoils of many a subject-clime. 
In pride luxurioas Blaz'd th' imperial dome; 

Tower'd 'mid th' encircling grove the fane sublime : 
And dread memorials mark'd the hero's tomb. 

Who from the black and bloody cavern led 
The savage stem, and sooth'd his boisterous breast; 

Who spoke, and Science rear'd her radiant head. 
And brighten'd o'er the long benighted waste; 
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Or* greatly daring in liis country's caaae» 
Whose heaven-taught soul the awful plan deaign'd. 

Whence Power stood trembling at the voice of Laws ; 
Whence •oor'd on Freedom's wing th' ethereal mind* 

But not the pomp that royalty displays* 
Nor all the imperial pride of lofty Troy, 

Nor Yinue's triumph of immortal praise 
Cooid rouse the languor of the lingering boy. 

Abandon'd all to soft Enone*s charms. 

He io oblivion doom'd the listless day ; 
Inglorious IttllM in Love's dbsolving arms. 

While flutes lascivious breathed tfa' enfeebling lay. 

To trim the ringleu of his scented hair; 

To aim, insidious. Love's bewitching glance ; 
Or cull fresh garlands for the gaudy fair. 

Or wanton loose in the voluptuous dance : 

These were his arts ; these won Enone's love» 
Nor sought his fettered soul a nobler aim. 

Ah why should Beauty's smile those aru approvet 
Which taint with infamy the lover's flame f 

Now laid at laige beside a mnrmnring springs 

Melting he listen'd to the vernal song. 
And Echo, Ustenii^, waved her airy wing. 

While the deep winding dales the lays prolong. 

When slowly floating down the asure skies 
A crimson cloud flash'd on his startled sight; 

Whose skirts gay sparkling with unnumber'd diet - 
Launched the long billowy trails of flickery light 

That instant hush'd was all the vocal grove, 
Hudi'd was the gale, and every ruder soond^ 

And strains aerial, warbling far above. 
Rung in the ear a magic peal profomid. 
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Vewy wad mmv nmr, die •wunming mAhmm voUM ; 

AkBf tk« WMBtaHn ■tremm tlie liogeriiif fiiM^ 
SwUiaw lb* gnvM ef Id» Um» with gold» 

And ttt dbe Hmvea i««wadt with toader Ijniu 

Thetronpet bmathed a note: and all in air» 
The f loriet ▼aaiah'd from the d vsled eje ; 

And thiee ethereal forma, divinely fair, 
Down the tteep f lade were seen advancing nigih. 

The iowering glade fell level where they moved ; 

O'er-arching high the clostering rotes hmg. 
And galet from Heaven on balmy pinion iwed> 

And hill and dale with gratulation rung* 
Th9jir$i with slow and etately step drew near* 

Pix'd was her lofty eye, erect her.mien : 
Sublime in grace, in majesty severe. 

She look'd and moved a goddess and a queen. 
Her robe along the gale profusely stream'd. 

Light iMo'd the sceptre on her bending am ; 
And round her brow a starry eirelet gleamed, 

Heightiing the pride of eaeh eommanding chaxB. 

Milder the tmgt came on with artless grace. 
And on • javelin's quivering length reclined i 

T* exalt her mien she bode no splendour blaasy. 
Nor pomp of vesture floctnate on the wind. 

Serene, though awful, on her brow the light 
Of heavenly wisdom shone : nor roved her eyety 

Save to tlm shadowy cliff's majestic height. 
Or tho blue concave of th' involving skies. 

Keen were her eyes to search the* inmost soul : 
Yet Virtue triumph*d in their beams benign. 

And impious Pride oft felt their dread control 
When in fierce lightning flash'd the wrath divine.* 



e TMs la um»Us to Iha tlMok»ity •< Habmt, wli»*fleB 
PsflM w dw emacMiioMr of dlttM Tcagcaiicc. 
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Witft awe and tronder gpwd tk' adoring awam } 
Hia kindling eheeka great Yirtue'a power coiiiiBaa'd»* 

But aoon 'twas o'er, for Yirtae prompts in vain* 
Whan Fleasnre's influence nombs the nerveleaa breast. 

And now advaneed the queen of melting joy. 
Smiling sapreme in unresisted charms ; 

Ahf then, what transports fired the trembling hoy ! 
How throbb'd his siclcening frame with fleive alarms! 

Her eyes in liquid light laxurious swim. 

And languish with unutterable love. [limb, 

Hearen's warm bloom glows along each bright'ning 

Where fluttering bland the veil's thin mantlings rove. 

Qoick, blushing as abash'd, she hnlf withdrew : 
One hand a bough of flowering myrtle waved. 

One graceful spread, where, scarce coneeal'd from view. 
Soft through the parting robe her bosom heaved, 

' Ofispring of Jove supreme ! beloved of Heav'n! 

Attend.' Thus spoke the empress of the skies. 
< For know, to thee, high-fated prince, 'tis given 

Through the bright realms of Fame sublime to risa^ 

' Beyond man's boldest hope ; if nor the wtlea 
Of Pallas triumph o'er tk' ennobling thought ; 

Kor Pleasure lure with artificial smiles 
To quaff the poison of her luscious draught. 

' When Juno's charms the prise of beauty claim. 

Shall aught on Earth, shall aught in Heav'n oonteiHlf 
Wliom Juno calls to high triumphant fame, 
* Shall he to meaner sway inglorious bend t 

' Tetlingeiing comfortless in lonesome wild. 
Where Bcho sleeps 'mid cavem'd vales profound^ 

Ae pride of Troy, Dominion's darling child. 
Pines while the slow hour stalks its sullen round. 
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' Hear thott, of Heav*!! unconacioiit ! From the bliie 
Of glory* etreani'd from Jove'i eternal throne. 

Thy aooly O mortal, caaght th' inspiring rays 
That 10 a god exalt Earth's raptured ion. 

' Henee the bold with» on boundless pinion bonie» 
Thai fires, alarms, impels the maddening soul ; 

The hero's eje» hence, kindling into scorn. 
Blasts the prond menace, and defies control. 

' Bat, onimproved, Heav'n's noblest boons are vain. 
No ran with plenty crowns th* nncultared vale : 

Where green lakes langaish on the silent plain. 
Death rides the billows of the western gale. 

' Deep in yon moantain's womb, where the dark care 
Howls to the torrent's everlasting roar. 

Does the rich gem its fiashy radiance wave? 
Or flames with steady ray th' imperial ore? 

' Toil deck'd with glittering domes yon champaign wide. 
And wakct yon grove-embosom'd iawns to joj. 

And rends the rough ore from the mountain's side. 
Spangling with starry pomp the thrones of Troy. 

* Fly these sofk scenes. Even now with playful ait. 

Love wreathes the flowery ways with fatal snare. 
And nnrae th' ethereal -fire that warms thy heart. 
That fire ethereal lives hot by thy care. 

' Ijo, hovering near on dark and dampy wing. 
Sloth with stem patience waiu the hoar assign'd. 

From her chili plume the deadly dews to fling. 
That quench Heav'n's beam, and freeie the cheer- 
less mind. 

* Vain, then, th' enlivening sound of Fame's alarmf » 

For Hope's exalting impulse prompts no more : 
Vain even the joys that lure to Pleasure's arms. 
The thxob of transport is for ever o'er 
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' wbo shall then to Fancy*! darkemng eyet 

Recal th' Elysian dreams of joy and light) ^ 

Dim throtigh the gloom the fonnleas visions riae» 
Snatch*d instantaneous down the gulf of night. 

« Thon, who securely lallM in yonth's warm ray 
Market Aot the desolations wrought by Time« 

Be roused or perish. Ardent for its prey 
Speeds the fell hour that ravages thy prime. 

< And, *midst the horrors shrined of midnight stomw 
The fiend Oblivion eyes thee from afar» 

Black with intolerable frowns her form. 
Beckoning th' embattled whirlwinds into war. 

' Fanes, bulwarks, mountains, worlds, their tempest 
whelms : 

Yet glory braves unmoved th' impetuous sweep. 
Flj ^hen, ere, hurl'd from life's delightful reaimt. 

Thou sink t^ Oblivion's dark and boundless deep. 

' Fly, then, where Glory poinu the path sublime. 
See her crown dazzling with eternal light I 

'Tis Juno prompts thy daring steps to climb. 

And girds thy bounding heart with matchless nighi 

' Warm in the raptures of divine desire. 
Burst the soft chain that curbs th' aspiring mind : 

And fly, where Yictory, borne on wings of fire. 
Waves her red banner to the rattling wind. 

' Ascend the car. Indulge the pride of arms. 
Where clarions roll their kindling strains on high 

Where the eye maddens to the dread alarms. 
And the long shout tumaltvons re^ds the sky. 

' Plunged in the uproar of the thundering field 

I see thy lofty arm the tempest gvide : 
Fate scatters lightning from thy meteor-shield. 

And Rvin spreads around the sanguine tidf i 

^ 
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«' Qo, «i)g« the lenron of thy headlong ear 

Ob pnMtnte Pride, and Grandear^i spoils o*erthroin|» 
While an amaaed even heroes shrink afar. 
And hoeta embattled vanish at thy frown. 

* When glory crowns thy godlike toilc, and all 
The triamph's lengthening pomp exalts thy ioal» 

When lowly at thy feet the mighty full. 
And tyrants tremble at thy stem control ; 

' When conquering millions hail thy sovereign mighty 
And tribes unknown dread acclamation join ; 

How wilt thou spurn the forms of low delight ! 
For all the ecatasiea of Heav'n are thine : 

' For thine the joys, that fear no length of days. 
Whose wide effulgence scorns all mortal bound : 

Fame's trump in thunder shall announce thy praise, 
Kor bursting worlds her clarion's blast confound.* 

The goddess ceased, not dubious of the priie : 
Elate she mark'd his wild and rolling eye, 

Mark'd his lip quiyer, »nd his bosom rise. 
And his warm cheek suffused with crimson die* 

Bat Pallas now drew near. Sublime, serene. 

In conscious dignity, she view'd the swain: 
Then, love and pity softening all her mien. 

Thus breathed with accents mild the solemn strain. 

' Let those, whose arts to fatal paths betray. 
The soul with passion's gloom tempestuous blind. 

And snatch from Reason's ken th' auspicious ray 
Truth darts from Heaven to guide th' exploring mind, 

' But Wisdom loves the calm and serious hour. 
When Heaven's pure emanation beams confess'd : 

llage, ecstasy, alike disclaim her power, 
8h« wooes each gentler- impulse of the breasU 
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' Sineore th' analter'd bliss her charms impart. 
Sedate th' enlivening ardours they innpire : 

She bids no transient rapture thrill the heart. 
She wakes no feverish gust of fierce desire. 

' Unwise, who, tossing on the watery way. 
All to the storm th' unfetter'd sail devolve : ^ 

If an more anwise resigns the mental sway. 
Borne heaiUong on by passion's keen resolve. 

* While storms remote but murmur on thine ear. 

Nor waves in ruinous uproar round thee roll. 
Yet, yet a moment check thy prone career. 
And carb the keen resolve that prompU thy told. 

' Explore thy heart, that, roused by glory's name. 
Pants all enraptured with the mighty charm—- 

And, does Ambition quench each milder flame ? 
And is it Conquest that alone can warm? 

* To indulge fell Rapine's desolating lust. 

To drench the balmy lawn in streaming gore. 
To Slum the hero's cold and silent dust — 
Are these thy joys ? Nor throbs thy heart for more t 

' Pleased canst thou listen to the patriot's groan. 
And the wild waiLof innocence forlorn? 

And hear th' abandon'd maid's last frantic moan. 
Her love for ever from her bosom torn ? 

' Nor wilt thoa shrink, when Virtue's fainting breath 
Pours th» dread curse of vengeance on thy head ? 

Nor when the pale ghost bursts the cave of death. 
To glare destruction on thy midnight bed ? 

' Was it for this, though born to regal power. 
Kind Heav'n to thee did nobler gifts consign. 

Bade Fancy's influence gild thy natal hour. 
And bade Philanthropy's applause be thine? 
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Thein be th« dreadful glory to destroy. 

And thein the pride of pomp and praise sobom'd* 
Whose eye ne'er lighten'd at the smile of Joy, 
Whose cheek the tear of Pity ne'er adom'd : 

' Whose soaly each finer sense instinctive qaeli'd. 

The lyre's melliflaous ravishment defies: 
Nor marks where Beauty roves the flowery field. 

Or Grandeur's pinion sweeps th' unbounded ^cs. 

' Hail to sweet Fancy's unexpressive charm ! 

Hail to the pure delights of social love 1 
Hail, pleasures mild, that fire not while ye warm. 

Nor rack th' exalting frame, but gently move ! 

* But Fancy soothes no more, if stem Remone 

With iron grasp the tortured bosom wring. 
Ah then, even Fancy speeds the venom's course. 
Even Fancy points with r^e the maddening stii^. 

' Her wrath a thousand gnashing fiends attend. 
And roll the snakes, and toss the brands of Hell : 

The beam of Beauty blasts : dark Heavens impend 
Tottering : and Music thrills with startling yeiU 

' What then avails, that with eshanstless store 
Obsequious Luxury loads thy glittering shrine t 

What then avails, that prostrate slaves adore. 
And Fame proclaims thee matchless and divine ? 

* What though blaud Flattery all her arts apply— 

Will these avail to calm th' infuriate brain? 
Or will the roaring surge, when heaved on high. 
Headlong hang, bush'd, to hear the piping swabi? 

* In health how fair, how ghastly in decay 

Man's lofty form ! how heavenly fair the mind 
Sublimed by Virtue's sweet enlivening sway ! 
But ah, to Guilt's outrageous rule resign'd. 
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' How hideous and forlorn ! when ruthless Care 
With cankering tooth corrodes the seeds of life» 

And deaf with passion's storms when pines Despair, 
And howling furies rouse th' eternal strife. 

• O, hy thy hopes of joy that restless glow. 

Pledges of Heaven ! be taught by Wisdom's lore : 

With anxious haste each doubtful path forego. 
And life's wild ways with cautious fear explore. 

' Straight be thy course : nor tempt the maze that leads 
Where fell Remorse his shapeless strength conceals. 

And oft Ambition's dizzy cliff he treads. 
And slumbers oft in Pleasure's flowery Tales. 

' Nor linger unresolved : Heaven prompts tho choiee ' - 
Save when Presumption shuts the ear of Pride : 

With grateful awe attend to Nature's voice. 
The' voice of Nature Heaven ordain'd thy guide. 

' Wam'd by her voice, the arduous path pursue. 
That leads to Virtue's fane a hardy band : 

What, though no gaudy scenes decoy their view. 
Nor clouds of fragrance roll along the land ? 

'What, though rude mountains heave the flinty way t 
Yet there the soul drinks light and life divine. 

And pure aerial gales of gladness play. 
Brace every nerve, and every sense refine. 

' Go, prince, be virtuous, and be blest. The throne 
Rears not its state to swell the couch of Lustt 

Nor dignify Corruption's daring son, 
T* o'erwhelm his humbler brethren of the dust. 

'But yield an ampler scene to Bounty's eye. 
An ampler range to Mercy's ear expand ; 

And, 'midst admiring nations, set on high 
Tirtue's fair model, framed by Wisdom's hand. 

h 
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' Go, tliea : the moan of Woe demands thine aid : 
Pride'f licensed outrage claims thy slambering in : 

Fale Genius roams thH>leak neglected shade. 
And battening Avarice mocks his toneless lyre. 

« Even Natare pines by vilest chains oppressed t 
. Th' astonish'd kingdoms crouch to Fashion's nod. 
O ye pure inmates of the gentle breast> 
TnOh, Fre«dom> Liove, O where is your abode? 

' O yet (mce more shall Peace from Heaven return^ 
And young Simplicity with mortals dwell! 

Nor Innocence th' august pavilion scorn. 
Nor meek Contentment By the humble cell I 

< Wilt thou, my prince, th' beauteous train implore, 
'Midst Earth's forsaken scenes once more to bide! 

Then shall the shepherd sing in every bower. 

And Love with garlands wreath the domes of Prid«. 

'The bright tear starting in tb' impassion'd eyes 

Of silent gratitude ; the smiling gase 
Of gratuUtion, faltering while he tries 

With voice of transport to proclaim thy praise; 

<Th' ethereal glow that stimulates thy frame. 
When all th' according powers harmonious move. 

And wake to energy each social aim. 
Attuned spontaneous to the will of Jove ; 

'3e UMse, O man, the triumphs of thy soul ; 

And all the conqueror's dassling glories slight. 
That, meteor like, o'er trembling nations roll, 

Tojunk at once in deep and dreadful night. 

'lake thine, yon orb's stupendous glories bum 
With genial beam ; nor, at th' approach of even. 

In shades of honor leave the world to mourn, 
Bn^gUd with lingering light th' impurpled ^Htvea. 
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Thvs while the ipoke, her eye, sedately me«k> 
Loolc'd the pare fervour of maternal love. 

So rival seal intemperate flush M her cheek— 
Oan Beauty's boast the soul of Wisdom move t 

Worth's noble pride can Envy's leer appal. 
Or staring Folly's vain applauses soothe ? 

Can jealous Fear Truth's dauntless heart inthral t 
Suspicion lurks not in the heart of Truth. 

And now the shepherd raised his pensive head s 
Yet unresolved and fearful roved his eyes, 

Scared at the glances of the awful maid ; 

For young unpractised Guilt ^distrusts Chc|giiiae 

Of shameless Arrogance — His wav'ring breast. 

Though warm'd by Wisdom* own'd no constant f aa. 

Wbile lawless Fancy roam'd a&r, unUesty 
Save in the cblivious lap of soft Desire. 

When thus the queen of soul-dissolving smiles? 

' Let gentler fate my darling prince attend ; 
Joyless and crael are the warrior's spoils. 

Dreary the path stem Virtue's sons ascend. 

^ Of human joy full short is the career. 

And the dread verge still gains upon your sight: 

While idly gasing, far beyond your sphere. 
Ye scan the dream of unapproach'd delight : 

^Tiil every sprightly hour, and blooming scene* 
Of life's gay morn unheeded glides away. 

And clouds of tempesto mount the blue serene. 
And storms and ruin close the troublous day. 

'Then still exult to hail the present joy ; 

Thine be the boon that comes uneam'd by toil ; 
No froward vain desire thy bliss annoy. 

No llatterinjE hope thy longing hours beguile* 



9m THE JUDGMENT 

* Ab ! iHijr sboold mmn pwwe the ch«nnt of Pame, 

For ever laring, yet for ever coj ? 
Light M the gmndy ra^bow's pillar'd gle«m» 
That melu illaiive from the wondering boy T 

' What thoagh her throne irradiate many a climc. 
If bong kMwe^teCteriog o'er th*^ anfathom'd tombf 

What though her mighty clarion, rear'd sablime, 
Diiplay the imperial wreath, and glittering plamet 

« Can glittering pTnme, or can tb*^ imperial wreath 
Redeem from unretenting fate the brave f 

What note of triamph can her clarion breathe* 
T* idarm th' eternal midnight of the grave ? 

* That n^ht draws on : nor will the vacant hour 

Of expectation linger u it flies : 
Nor Fate one moment unenjoy'd restore : 

Each moment's flight bow precious to the wiial 

' O shun tb' annoyance of the bustUn|^ throngs 
That haunt with loalons tuabulence the great; 

There coward Office boasts th' unpunished wrong,. 
And sneaks secure in insolence of state. 

' O'er fancied injury Suspicion pines^ 

And in grim silence gnaws the festering womd ; 

Deceit the rsge-embitter'd smile refines. 
And Censure spreads the viperous hiss around. 

' Hope not, fond prince, though Wisdom guard tbj 
throne. 

Though Truth and Bounty prompt each generous ainiii 
Though thine the palm of peace, the victor's crown* 

The Muse's rapture, and the patriot's flame : 

' Hope not, though all that captivates the wise,. 

All that endears the good exalt thy praise : 
Hope not to taste repose : for Envy's eyee 

At faiimt worth atill point their deadly raya^ 
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* Eavjy ftem tyrant of the flinty h«ut. 

Can aoglit of Yirtae, Truth, or Beauty ehaim t 
Can soft Compassion thrill with pleasing smart. 
Repentance meit, or Gratitude disarm ? 

' Ah no. Where Winter Scythia's wasfe enchaini» 
And monstrous shapes roar to the ruthless storm, 

Kot Phoebus' smile can cheer the dreadful plains. 
Or soil accursed with balmy life inform. 

' Then, Envy, then is thy triumphant hour. 
When mourns Benevolence his baffled scheme : 

When Insult mocks the clemency of Power, 
And loud Dissension's livid firebrands gleam : 

* When squint-eyed Slander plies th' unhallow'd 

tongue. 
From poison'd maw when Treason weaves his liiM^ 
And muse apostate (infamy to song !) 
Grovels, low-muttering, at Sedition's shrine. 

* Let not my prince forego the peaceful shade. 

The whispering grove, the fountain and the plain: 
Power, with th' oppressive weight of pomp array'd. 
Pants for simplicity and ease in vain. 

'The yell of frantic Mirth may stun his ear. 
But frantic Mirth soon leaves the heart forlorn; 

And Pleasure flies that high tempestuous sphere. 
Far different scenes her lucid paths adorn. 

' She loves to wander on th' untrodden lawn. 

Or the green bosom of reclining hill. 
Soothed by the careless warbler of the dawn. 

Or the lone plaint of ever-murmuring rill. 

' Or from the mountain-glade's aerial brow. 
While to her song a thousand echoes call, 

Marks the wild woodland wave remote below. 
Where shepherds pipe unseen, and waters faU* 
M2 
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' Her inflaence oft the feative hamlet prove*. 
Where the high carol cheen th' exulting nag : 

And oft ahe roama the maxe of wildering grovea. 
Listening th' vannmbcr'd nkelodiea of Spring. 

*Or to the long and lonely ahore retires ; ' 

What time, loose-glimmering to the hinar hean. 

Faint heaves the slnmbenms wave, and starry fires 
Gild the bine deep with many a lengthening gleam. 

• Then to the balmy bower of Raptnre borne, 

lUiile strings self-warbling breathe elysian rest. 
Melts in delicious visiooi, till the mom 
Spangle with twinkling dew the flowery waste. 

* The frolic Moments, purpIe-pinionM, dance 

Around, and scatter roses as they play : 
And the blithe Graces, hand in hand, advance. 
Where, with her loved compeers, she deigns to rtray* 

'Mild Solitude, in veil of rastic die, 
Hor sylvan spear with moss-grown ivy bound : 

And Indolence, with sweetly-Ianguid eye. 
And xoneless robe that trails along the ( 



' But chiefly Love — O thou, whose gentle mind 
Each soft indulgence Nature framed to share. 

Pomp, wealth, renown, dominion, all resign'd, 
O haste to Pleasure's bower, for Love is there. 

' Love, the desire of gods ! the feast of Heaven I 
Yet to Earth's favoured offspring not denied ! 

Ah, let not thankless man the blessing given 
Enslave to Fame, or sacrifice to Pride. 

*Nor I from Virtue's call decoy thine ear ; 

Friendly to Pleasure are her sacred laws : 
Let Temperance' smile the cup of gUdneu cheer ; 

That cup is death, if he withhold applause. 
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'Far frotn thy fiadnt be 'Envy's baneful sway. 
And Hate> that works the harass'd soul to storm : 

But woo Content to breathe her soothing lay. 
And charm from Fancy's view each angry form. 

'No savage joy th' harmonious honn profane ! 

Whom Love refines, can barbah>us tumults please? 
Shall rage of blood pollute the sylvan reign ? 

Shall Leisure waiiton in the spoils of Peace t 

*Free let the feathery race indalge the song. 
Inhale the liberal beam, and melt in love : 

Free let the fleet hind boaud Jier hills along. 
And in pure streams the watery nations rove. 

• To joy in Nature's universal smile 

Well salts, O man, thy pleasurable sphere ; 
But why should Virtue doom thy years to toil? 
Ah, why should Virtue's law be deem'd severe? 

• What meed. Beneficence, thy care repays? 

What, Sympathy', thy still returning pang ? ^ 

And why his generous arm should Justice raise. 
To dare the vengeance of a tyrant's fang? 

' From thankless spite no bounty can secure ^ 

Or froward wish of discontent fulfil. 
That knows not to regret thy boimded power. 

But blames with keen reproach thy partial wilL 

' To check th' impetuous all involving tide 
Of human woes, how impotent thy strife! 

High o'er thy mounds devouring surges ride. 
Nor reek thy baffled toils, or lavish'd life. 

The bower of bliss, the smile of love be thine, 

Unlabour'd ease, and leisure's careless dream : 
Such be their joys, who bend at Venta* shrine. 
And own her charms beyond compare supreme. 
.S 
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Waxm'd m ■he'tpohe, all pant'tiig with delight. 
Her kiadltag bes«tiea bveathed triiimph«mt bkxnt s 

And Co]Md8 fluuer'd rmati » ekckca bright. 
And Flora poar'd from all bev scoieo ptrfume. 

'Thine be the priae,' exclaim'd th' enrepCtued yootlt, 
' Queen of onriTall'd cbarma, and BMrtcUeae jojr^— 

O blind to fate, felicity, and troth ! — 
Bot sach are they, whom Pleasare's snaree ieooy. 

The aim wm aimk ; the ▼ision waa no more ; 

Night downward ruah'd tempestoooa, at the frowa 
Of Jove's awaken'd wrath : deep thnndent roar. 

And forests howl afar and moontains groan. 

And sangnine meteors glare athwart the plain ; 

With horror's scream the Ilian towers resound, 
Rayes the hoarse storm along the bellowing main. 

And the strong earthquake renda the ahudderii^ 
groond. 



THE WOLF AND SHEPHERDS. 
A FABLE. 
(Written Is VJ9t, sod Ant pablUied la 1768.) 
Laws, as we read in ancient sages. 
Have been like cobwebs in all ages. 
Cobwebs for little flies are spread. 
And laws for Httle folks are made ; 
Bat if an insect of renown. 
Hornet or beetle, wasp or drone, 
Be caught in quest of sport or plunder. 
The flimsy fetter flies in sunder. 

Your simile perhaps may please one 
With whom wit holds the place of reaaoBi 
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But can you prove that this in fact it 
Agreeable to life and practice! 

Then hear what in his simple way 
Old iEsop told me t' other day. 
In days of yore, bat (which is very odd) 
Our author mentions not the period. 
We mortal men, less given to speeches, 
Allow'd the beasts sometimes to teach jiMs 
But now we all are prattlers grown. 
And suffer no voice but our own ; 
With us no beast has leave to speak. 
Although his honest heart should break 
'Tis true, your asses and your apes. 
And other brutes in human shapes. 
And that thing made of sound and show 
Which mortals have misnamed a bean, 
(But in the language of the sky 
Is callM a two legg'd butterfly) 
Will make your very heartstrings ache 
With loud and everlasting clack. 
And beat your auditory drum. 
Till you grow deaf, and they grow dmibw 

But to our story we return : 
'Twas early on a summer mom 
A wolf forsook the mountain-den. 
And issued hungry on the plain. 
Full many a stream and lawn he paw'd* 
And reach'd a winding vale at last; 
Where from a hollow rock he spied 
The shepherds drest in flowery pride. 
Gbu^ands were strew'd, and all was gay. 
To celebrate an holiday. 
The merry tabor's gamesome sound 
Provoked the sprightly dance aroimd. 
Hard by a rurid boud was rear'd, 
Oa which in fair array appeared 
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The peach, the apple, and the raiaia^ 
And all ^he frvitage of the aeaflon. 
Bat, more distinguished than the rett« 
Was teen a wether ready drest. 
That soaoking, lecent from the flame, 
Dif!aaed a stomaich-roiising steam. 
Oor wolf could not endure the sight, 
Coarageooa grew his appetite : 
His entrails grocn'd with tenfold pain. 
He lick'd his lips, and lick'd again ; 
At last, with lightning in his eyes. 
He boanees forth, and fiercely cries, 
* Shepherds, I am not given to scolding. 
Bet now my spleen I cannot hold in. 
By Jove ! such scandalous oppression 
Would put an elephant in passion. 
You, who your flocks (as you pretend) 
By wholesome laws from harm defend. 
Which make it death for any beast. 
How much soe'er by bunger press'd. 
To seise a sheep by force or stealth. 
For sheep have right to life and health} 
Can you commit, unchcck'd by shame. 
What in a beast so much you blame 7 
What is a law, if those who make it 
Become the forwardcst to break it ? 
The case is plain : you would reserve 
All to yourselves, while others starve. 
Such laws from base self-interest spring. 
Not from the reason of the thing—' 
He was proceeding, when a swain 
Bunt out : — ' And dares a wolf arraign 
His betters, and condemn their measures. 
And contradict their wills and pleasures? 
We have esUbli^h'd laws, 'tis true. 
But laws are m»de for such ai you. 
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Know, sirrab, in its very nature 
A law can't reach the legislature. 
For laws, without a sanction jo2aM» 
As all men know, can never bind : 
But sanctions reach not us the makers. 
For who dares punish us» thougbbviiakent 
Tu therefpre plain beyond denial. 
That laws were ne'er designed to tie all^ 
But those, whom sanctions reach alone i 
We stand accountable to none. 
Beside^, 'tis evident, that, seeing 
Laws from the great derive their being. 
They as in duty bound should love 
The great, in whom they live and move* 
And humbly yield to their desires : 
'TIS just, what gratitode requires. 
What suckling dandled on the lap 
Would tear away its mother's pap? 
But hold — Why deign I to dispute 
With such a scoundrel of a brute ? 
Logic is lost upon a knave. 
Let action prove the law our slave.' 

An angry nod his will declared. 
To his gruff yeomen of the guard ; 
I'he fttli-fed mongrels, train'd to ravage. 
Fly to devour the shaggy savage. 

The beast had now no time to lose 
In chopping logic with his foes ; 
' This argument,' quoth he, ' has foiee. 
And swiftness is my sole resource.' 

He said, and left the swains their pray* 
And to the mountains scower'd away. 



TRANSLATIONS. 
4NACRE0N. ODE XXIL 

nop* rqv «xii|»f /3di#wXX«, 

Bathtllus, in yonder lone pwre 
All c&relcMly let m cecline : 
To shade ni the branches above 
Their leaf waving tendrils combine ; 
While a streamlet, inviting repose* 
8oft*marmaring, wanders away. 
And gales warble wild throogh the 1 _ 
Who there woold not pass the aweet day t 
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FIRST BOOK OF LUCRETIUS. 



Mother of mighty Rome's imperial line. 
Delight of man, and of the powers divine, 
Yenas, all bounteous queen ! whose genial power 
Diffuses beauty in unbounded store 
Through seas, and fertile plains, and all that lias 
Beneath the sMirr'd expansion of the skies. 
. Prepared by thee, the embryo springs to day. 
And opes iU eyelids on the golden ray. 
At thy approach, the clouds tumultuous fly. 
And the hosh'd storms in gentle breeies die ; 
Flowers instantaneous spring; the billows sleep ; 
A wavy radiance smiles along the deep : 
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At thy approa«h, th' untroubled sky reSnet, 

And all serene Heaven's lofty concave shines. 

Soon as her blooming form the Spring reveals. 

And Zephyr breathes his warm prolific gales. 

The featherM tribes first catch the genial flame. 

And to the groves thy glad return proclaim. 

Thence to the beasts the soft infection spread*; 

The raging cattle spurn the grassy meads. 

Burst o'er the plains, and frantic in their ccxatt 

Cleave the wild torrents with resistless force. 

Won by thy charms, thy dicUtes all obey. 

And eager follow where thou lead'st the waj • 

Whatever haunts the mountains, or the main. 

The rapid river, or the verdant plain. 

Or forms its leafy mansion in the shadet. 

All, all thy nniversal power pervades. 

Each panting bosom melts to soft desiret. 

And with the lov^ of propagation fires. 

And since thy sovereign influence guides the rcinc 

Of nature, and the' universe sustains ; 

Since nought without thee bursts the bonds of night* 

To hail the happy realms of heavenly light ; 

Since love, and joy, and harmony are thine. 

Guide me, O goddess, by thy power divine. 

And to my rising lays thy succour bring. 

While I the universe attempt to sing. 

O may my verse deserved applause obtain 

Of him, for whom I try the daring strain. 

My Memmius, him, whom thou profusely kind 

Adorn'st with every excellence refined. 

And that immortal charms my song may gnee. 

Let war, with ali iu cruel labours, cease ; 

O hush the dismal din of arms once more. 

And calm the jarring world from shore to sbon. 

By thee alone the race of man foregoes 

The rage of blood, and sinks in eofi repoe* : 
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For ai%kty Mars, the dreadful god •of i 

Who w^es or stills the battle's <i ire alarmiy 

In love's strong fetters by thy charms is bowMp 

jbid languishes with an eternal inround. 

Ott from his bloody toil the god retires 

To quench in thy embrace his fierce desires. 

Soft on thy heaving bosom he reclines. 

And round thy yielding neck transported tiriiM4 

There fia'd in ecstacy intense surveys 

Thy kindling beauties with insatiate gave. 

Grows to thy balmy mouth, and ardent sip* 

Celestial sweets from thy ambrosial lips. 

O while the god with fiercest raptures blest 

Lies all dissolving on thy sacred breast, 

O breathe thy melting whispers to his ear. 

And bid him still the loud alarms of war. 

In these tumultuous days the Muse in vain^ 

Her steady tenour lost, pursues the strain. 

And Memmius's generous soul disdains to taM» 

The calm delights of philosophic rest ; 

Paternal fires his beating breast inflame. 

To rescue Eome^aud vindicate her name 
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Rectiiu Tives, Udol 

WoDLMT thou through life securely gUda^ 
Nor boundless o'er the ocean ride; 
Nor ply too near th' insidious shore. 
Scared at the tempest's threatening roac 
The man who folluwtf Wisdom's voioCy 
And makes the golden mean his choioe^ 
Nor plunged in antique gloomy calk 
'ICidst hoary desolation dwell* ; 
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Kor to allure the envious eye 
Rears his proud palace to the sky. 

The pine» that all the grove transcends^ 
With every blast the tempest rends; 
Totters the tower with thund'rous aoniid^ 
And spreads a mighty ruin round ; 
Jove's bolt with desolating blow 
Strikes the ethereal mountain's brow. 

The man, whose steadfast soul can bear 
Fortune indulgent or severe, 
Hopes when she frowns, and when she 
With cautious fear eludes her wiles. 
Jove with rude winter wastes the plain^ 
Jove decks the rpsy spring again. 
Life's former ills are overpast. 
Nor will the present always last. 
Kow Phoebus wings his shafts, and now 
He lays aside th' unbended bow. 
Strikes into life the trembling string. 
And wakes the silent Muse to sing. 

With nnabating courage, brave 
Adversity's tumultuous wave ; 
When too propitious bjeexes rise. 
And the light vessel swiftly flies^ 
With timid caution catch the gale. 
And shorten the distended sail. 



HORACE, BOOK III. ODE XIII. 

O Fobs BUndoiia — 
Blanddsia ! more than crysul dear! 
Whose soothing murmurs charm the earl* 
Whose margin soft with flewrets orown'd 
Invites the festive band around. 
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Their carele^ limbs diffaaed sopinty 
To qoaff the sotthenlivening wine. 

To thee a tender kid I vow» 
That aims for fight his budding brow; 
In thought, the wrathful combat prow 
Or wantons with his little loves : ' 
Bot vain are all his purposed schema^ 
DelnaiTe all his flattering dreams ; 
To-morrow shall his fervent blood 
Stain the4>are silver of thy flood. 

When fiery Sinus blasts the plain, 
Untouch'd thy gelid streams remain. 
To thee, the fainting flocks repair. 
To taste thy eooLreviving air ; 
To thee, the ox with toil opprest, 
And lays his languid limbs to rest 

As springs of old renown'd, thy naow. 
Blest fountain! I devote to fame; 
Thus while I sing in deathless lays. 
The verdant holm, whose wavii^ tpntjib 
Thy sweet retirement to defend. 
High o'er the moas-grown rock impend^ 
Whence prattling in loquaeious pky 
Thy ■prighily wateit leap away* 
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I lift certandf cupldiM, qowa propter anorem 
Id te ioaari aveo -^ Lueret, Jib. iii. 



PASTORAL !.• 

UELlBfEVS, TITYRUS. 

MeliiHgut. 
Where the broad beech an ample shade displays. 
Your slender reed resounds the sylvan lays, 
O happy Tityrus ! while we, forlorn. 
Driven from our lands, to distant climes are borne, 
Stretch'd careless in the peaceful shade you ting. 
And all the groves with Amaryllis ring. 

• It hM been ob»erred by some critlct, who have treated of paato* 
ral poftrj, that, io every poem of thi« kind, it is proper that tiieicena 
or landscape, connected with the little plot or fable on which the poem 
is foundeti, be delineated with at least as much accimcy as in eufll- . 
dent to render the detcripiion particular and picturt-sqoe. How far 
Virf il has thoucht fit to attend to sii<*h a rule may appear from the 
remarks which the traaiilaior has subjoined to every pastoral. 

The scene of the first pastoral Is pictured out with frreat acraracy. 
The shefiherdii IMeiiboeua and Tilyrud are repreiented as convendnic 
together beneatii a spreadinif beech-tree. Flocks and herds are feed- 
inff hard by. At a little distance we bel)old, no the one hand a irreat 
rock, and on tlu; other a fence of flowerinir willows. I'he prospect as 
it wlileuo i« diver Ified witii {proves, and streams, and some tall trees, 
particularly elms. Beyond all these appear marshy grounds, and 
rocky hills. The raiff^ed and droopin? nock of the unfortunate shep- 
herd particularly the she-j^oat which he leads along, are no incoosi- 
derabie figures in this picture.— The time is the eveui»'; of a summer- 
day, a little before sunset. See of the original, v. 1. «. 9. S2. &4. «7» 
M. 81, &c. 

'I hi* pastoral is said to have been written on the following occaidoii. 
Anguatus, in order to reward the services of hit veterans, by means of 
whotii he hdd established him»etf in lite Roman empire, diiiribated 
among them the lands that lay contiguous to Mantua aud Cremona. 
To make way for these intruders, the rightful owners, of whom Virgil 
WAS one, were turned out. But our poet, by the intercession of Rle- 
caenus^ was reinstated in hit poss e s s ions. Melibceos here personatea 
one of the unhappy exltes, aud Virgil is represented under the cha- 
racter of TUyms. 
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This peMe to a prophiont god I owo ; 
None elte, my friend, such blessings cmdd bestow. 
Ilim will I celebrmte with rights divine. 
And freqnent lambs shall suin his sacred shime. 
By him, these feeding herds in safety stray ; 
0y him, in peaee I pipe the raral lay. 

T enry not, bnt wonder at yoor fate. 
That no alarms invade tUs blest retreat; 
While neighbouring fields the voice of woe reaomid. 
And desolation rages all aronnd. 
Worn with fatigue I slowly onwsrd bend. 
And scarce my feeble fainting goats attend. 
My hand this sickly dam can hardly bear. 
Whose young newyean'd (ah once an hopeful pair!) 
Amid the tangling hazels as they lay. 
On the sharp flint were left to pine a^'ay. 
Theae illt I had foreseen, but that my mind 
To all portents and prodigies was blind. 
Oft have the blasted oaks foretold my woe : 
And often has the inauspicious crow, 
Pereh'd on the wither'd holm, with fateful aim 
ScreamM in my ear her dismal prophecies. 
But sav, O Tityrus, what god bestows 
This bUssfol life of undisturb'd repose? 
Tiiyrui 

Imperial Rome, while yet to me unknown^ 
I vainly likenM to our country town. 
Our little Mantua, at which is sold 
The yearly offspring of our fruitful fold : 
As in the whelp the father's shape appears. 
And as the kid its mother's semblance bears. 
Thus greater things my inexperienced mind 
Rated by others of inferior kind. 



OF ntLGlL. I 1» 

Bva. ^, 'jfbfdst other cities, reatd bet heiMl 
Bigh» M th« cypreisft ofverf ops the reedv 

JkU w%f \» Ti^k ftome war yoir hicli&''#f 

Twas clf«f« f hoped my liberty to find/ 
And there my liA«vt!y I fotind at htst. 
Though long \vith Mfeas' ibdolenee oppreslF>> 
Vet not till Time had sff^e^'d' o*er my hairs> 
And I had told a tedious len^l^- of yearly 
Nor till the gentle Amaryllis chartii'4/' 
And Ghilatea't love no longer warffi'd". 
For (to my friend I will confess the whole) 
While Galatea captive betd my soul. 
Languid and lifeleos all I dragg'd the cham, 
Neglected liberty, neglected gain^ 
Though from njy fold the frequent victim blecf^ 
Though my fat cheese th' ungrateful city fed. 
For this I ne'er perceived my wealth incfBlse; 
I lavish'd all her haughty heart to plenie. 

jlf«/«6a?w. 
Why Amaryllis pined, and pass'd away 
In lonely shades the melancholy day ; 
Why to the gods she breathed incessant vows \ 
For whom her mellow apples press'd the boughs 
So late, I wonderM — Tityrus was gone. 
And she (ah luckless maid !) was left alone. 
Your absence every warbling fountain mouru'dj, 
And woods and wilds the wailing strains retomM. 

TUyrvM. 

What could I do ? to break th' enslaving chain 

All other efforts had (alas !) been vain ; 

• The reiliieinentc of Tanbmannm, De La Cerda, and otbeni, wb« 
will have Amaryllis to vigiiify Roiue, nnd Galatea tn sU aify Mantua, 
have perplrxed this pasHaKe not a little : ifihe literal meamog be ad- 
0ij|tea, the whole becnom obvious aiid ndtural. 
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Ifor dviat my hopes presume, bat there* to ted 
The gods so eondesceadiDg and so kind. 
Twss there these «yes the Heaven bom youth* 

beheld. 
To whom<oar altars moathly ineense yield : 
My salt he even prevented, while he spoke, 
* Mannre yonr andent farm, and feed yow f an— i 

fiock/ 

JWiflniai 
Happy oM man ! then shall yonr lasda remain. 
Extent sufficient for th' industnens swain! 
•> Thottgh bleak and bare yan ridgy rocks arise. 
And lost in lakes the neighboariag paatnre lies. 
Year herds an wonted grounds shall safely range. 
And never feel the dire effects of change. 
No foretgu Aook shall spread infecting bane 
To hart yoar pregnant dams, thrice happy swain! 
Yon by 4wown streams and sacred fountains laid 
Shell taste the coolness of the fragrant shade. 
Beneath yon fence, where willow-boughs unite. 
And to their flowers the swarming bees invite. 
Oft shall the lulling hum persuade to rest. 
And balmy slumbers steal into your breast \ 
While warbled from this rock the pruner's lay 
In deep repose dissolves your soul away; 
High on yon elm the turtle wails alone. 
And your loved ring doves breathe a hoarser 

The nimble harts shall grace in empty air. 
And seas retieating leave their fishes bane. 
The German dwell where rapid Tigris flows. 
The Parthian, banish'd by invadii^g foes,, 
Shall drink the Gallic Arar, from my breait 
Ere his mi^estic image be effaced, 
a AiigiKtm CMsr. 



OF VIRGIL. 7 

MelihcBus. 
Bat wa mutt tnvel o'er a .ength of landf^ 
O'er Scythian snows, or Afric's burning sands; 
Some wander where remote Oaxes laves 
The Cretan meadows with his rapid waves ; 
In Britain some, from every comfort torn. 
From all the world removed, are doom'd tomous. 
When long long years have tedious roll'd away* 
Ah ! shall I yet at last, at last, survey 
My dear paternal landi, and dear abode. 
Where once I reign'd in walls of humble sod I 
These lands, these harvests must the soldier than! 
For rude barbarians lavish we our care ! 
How are onr fields become the spoil of war* ! 
How are we minM by intestine jars! 
Now, Meliboeus, now ingraff the pear. 
Now teach the vine its tender sprays to rear! — 
Go then, my goats !-^o,once a happy store- 
Once happy !— happy now (alaf.) no more ! 
No more shall I, beneath the bowery shade 
la rural quiet indolently laid. 
Behold yon from afar the cliffs ascend. 
And from the shrubby precipice depend ; 
No more to music wake my melting flute* 
Whfle on the thyme you feed, and willow't whol^ 
s shoot. 



THjfruB, 
This night at least with me you may repoee 
On the green foliage, and forget onr woet. 
Apples and nuts mature our boughs afford. 
And cnrdled milk in plenty crowns my boairdf 
Now from yon hamlets clouds of smoke arise* 
And slowly roll along the evening skiee ; 
And see, projected from the mountain's brow^ 
A Icngthett'd ahada obeeores the plain below. 
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II.* 



ALEXIS. 

YODllQ Cor^doB for fair Alexa pined. 
Bat hope ne'er gUdden'd hit desponding a&lnd ^ 
Nor Toira nor tear* the acomful boy could move* 
Bittingnish'd by his wealthier master's loye. 
Oft to the beech's deep>embow cring shade 
Pensive and sad this hapless shepherd stray'd i 
There told in artless verse his tender pain 
To echoing hills and groves, but all in vain. 

In vain the flute's complaining lays I try ! 
And am I doom'd, unpitying boy, to di^; 
Now to faint flocks the grove a shade supplitt^ 
And in the thorny brake the lisard lies; 
Now Thestylis with herbs of savory taste 
Prepares the weary harvest-man's repast : 
And all is still, save where the bnxzing soond 
Of chirping grasshoppers is heard around : 
While I, exposed to all the rage of heat. 
Wander the wilds in search of thy retreat. 

Was it not easier to support the pain 

I felt from Amaryllis' fierce disdain ? 

• Tac eiiief exrelleary of tbta poem cOMtoU In Id drUran tad 4ato 
plletty. Corydun adilrrwA his favMirfte in «ueh » purity oiii«nilia«ai 
mt one woutd tiiiuk nicbt cffectaitHy dncoantenance ttie prepObitoMlMM 
vhicli ffint>raliy prevail araliist ibe Kubject of ihn ecioguw. The iifp 
tare of bl«i affrolnn may easily be aaceruined from hi • ideaaoftbe 
liappiacM wtiicb he lM>pe« to enjoy la Uie company of hla beloved 
AiezU* 

O tantum llbeai ■ 

O 6ri^n at l^at amid iltne lonely (Icidx, kc, 
K appean lo have be(>n an other than that frteiuUbtp, which wae f» 
cour.f t-d by Uie yrbml le:;wla(on of aiuieut Qrvitcff «• a noble iaceif 
live to virtue, and rfcoiuniendfd by the trXAnple even of Aveatlaua, 
Herii-tca, Hn«l SoiTatr«: an affeclion whuiiy dwtiuct from the iiifaaioaa 
aHachmeuto that pr< vaiicd amouf the licentioMit. The reader will 
lud a full and aatisly nr -account of tbii« generous puedoa In Dr. Fot||er^ 
Aatlqnttim of Ureece, Book i v. chap. 9. Moua Uayle lu hia Oiclioitary, 
at the arucic V ifKlle, h»fl at frreat length vindkaiud oar poet freni tba 
charge of imoioraltty which ilw.-rltic« have jpfoanded vpoa tbiapo^ 
•oral. 

The iocae of this pastoral la a erote tQlM«|>erMd mtk 
Iba eaaaoB, barvcek 
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Euier MenaJcas' cold neglect to bear. 

Black though he was» though thou art blooming £urt 

Yet be relenting, nor too much preaume, 

beanteoQS boy, on thy celestial bloom ; 
The sable violet* yields a precioni die. 

While useless on the field the withering lilies IS». 

Ah, cruel boy ! my love is all in vain, 

Ko thoughts of thine regard thy wretched twun. 

now rich my flock thou carest not to know, 

Kor how my pails with generous milk o'erflow. 

With bleat of thousand lambs my hills resoundf 

And all the year my milky stores abound. 

Not Amphion's lays were sweeter than my song. 

Those lays that led the listening herds along ; 

And if the face be true I lately view'd. 

Where calm and clear th' uncurling ocean stood* 

1 lack not beauty, nor could'st thou deny. 
That even with Daphnis I might dare to vie. 

O deign at last, amid these lonely fields. 
To taste the pleasures which the country yields ; 
With me to dwell in cottages resigned, 
To roam the woods, to shoot the bounding hind ; 
With me the weanling kids from home to guide 
To the green mallows on the mountain side ; 
With me in echoing groves the song to raise. 
And emulate ev'n Pan's celestial lays. 
Pan Uught the jointed reed its tuneful strain. 
Pan guards the tender flock, and shepherd swidn. ' 

Nor grudge, Alexis, that the rural pipe 
So oft hath stain'd the roses of thy lip : 
How did Amyntas strive thy skill to gain ! 
How grieve at last to find his labour vain I 
Of seven unequal reeds a pipe I have. 
The precious gift which good Dammtas gave; 

• Vscdalaa (here tnuialstcd violet) jrteldad a pople eobw ani 
la dying 11m tarocats of ilavM, sceordluc to PUa. L xwU c. SS. 
.T 



Mi THB PASTORALS 

' Take thit/ the dyin^ thepherd said, * for none 
lAheriu ell my skill but thou alone.' 
He said ; Amyntas aarmun at tny praise* 
Aod witk an envioos eye the gift sorveyt. 
Besides, as present* for any soul's delight 
Two beaoteovs kide I keep, bettreak'd with whiter 
Kourish'd with eaiOt Bor purchased without paizk^ 
Ad ewe^t fall adder twiee a day they draia* 
These to obtaia oft Tfaestylis hath tried 
Kach wiwuag an, while 1 her suit denied : 
But I St last shall yield what she reqnestt* 
Since thy releatlest pride my gifu detests. 

Come, beaate<nis boy, and bless my raral bovon^ 
For thee the aympbe collect the Gh<Meest Sewest s 
Pair Nais calls amid the blooming dale 
The dnoping poppyt aod the vioiet pale. 
To raarygolds the hyacimh applies. 
Shading the glossy with the tawny dies : 
Karcissas' flower with daffodil entwixicds 
And Caasia's breathing swecu to these are joined* 
With every bloom thai painis the vernal grove * 
And all to form a garland for my loy/9. 
Myself with sweetest fruite will crown thy feMi; 
The loscioos peach shall gratify thy taste. 
And chetnat brown (once high in my r^nrd* 
Por Amaryllis this to all preferred ; 
But if the blushing plnm thy choice thou make* 
The plnm shall more be valued for thy sake). 
The myrtle wreath'd with laurel shall exhale 
A blended fragrance to delight thjk snaell. 

Ah, Corydou ! thou rustic, simple swain I 
Thyself, thy prayers, thy ofers all are vain. 
How few, compared with rich lolaa' store* 
Thy boasted gtfti, and all thy wealth bow poor^ 
Wretch that I am ! while thus I pine forlonv 
Aftd all tk»Uva>leaf d^y i&Mlave tumn. 
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The boars have laid my silver fouDtains «aste« 
My flowert are fading in the southern blast, — 
Fly'st thoa, ah foolish boy, the hmetome grova t 
Yet gods iof this haye left the realm above. 
Parii with scorn the pomp of Troy cawey'd* 
And aoaght th' ld«an bovara and peacafat ahade* 
In her proad palaeea let Pallas shina; 
The lowly woods and mral life ha mine. 
The lioneas all dreadful in her coarte 
Pnrsaes the wolf, and he with headlong force 
Flies at the wanton goat« that lovea to climb 
The diff'a steep side, and crop th« flowarii^ llQnMt 
Thee Corydon parsnes, O beaateoas boy s 
Thna each fa drawn along by soma pecoliarjoy. 

Now evening soft cornea on ; and hoaaward mom 
From (eld the weaiy oxen bear the plonglu 
The setting sun now beams more mildly bright. 
The shadows lengthening with the level light* 
While with love's flame my restlett bosom glowa. 
For love no interval of ease allowa« 
Ah, Corydon I to weak aomplainta a prey I 
What madness thos to waste the fleeting dayl 
Be jroased at length ; thy half-pntnad vinea c 
The needful cnltare of thy carbing hand. 
Haste, lingering awain, the lleana willova i 
And with thy wonted care thy wattM itUeva. 
Forget Aleais' unrelenting aconi« 
AaoclMV l0f» thj pMite «iU MlBIb 
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III. 
MBMALCASy DAIf<BTA«, PALXMOII.* 



To wlMm belongs this Oock» DunbCm* pray i 
TelbUboBU? 



No : the otber day 
l^e thepherd Mgou gave it me to keep. 

IfetuUeoi. 
Ah ttiU oeglected, 11111 unhappy theeplt 
He pliet Nesra with anidnons love» 
And feart lest she my happier Bame approve ; 
Meanwhile this hireling wretch (disgrace to swainsl) 
Defrauds his master, and purloins his gains. 
Milks twice an hour, and drains the famish'd daas» 
Vhose empty dngs in vain attract the lambs. 



Forbear, on men such language to bestow. 
Thee, stain of manhood ! thee, full well I know. 
I know, with whom— -and where-^ (tiieir grove de- 
filed 
The nymphs revenged not, bat indulgent smiled) 
And how the goats beheld, then browsing near* 
The shameful sight with a lascivions leer. 

• The contondiaf thcpkerdg, McdsIcm And IHawtaa. toredicr 
fHUi their ampire PkImmw, are lealed od the era*, not far rroa s 
row of beech-trcM. Flocks are acen fenlf ny bard by. The tioM of 
the day Meimio be onon, theMaaoo betwceo »pritif and auaioier. 

t Throochoat the whole of this aUercation, notwIUifttaadliv t^ aa- 
toward nubjcct, ihc reader will and in the original nich a happy mioa 
of tiBplidty and force of cxiirenion, aad harmouy of Tene, m It li 
valB to looli for to an Eagliah iraneiatloo. 

t The BhrvptBev aad obacortty of theorffiaal li here inltatod. 
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Mtnaleat, 
ffo dmibc, when Mycon's tender trees I broke, 
And gath'd bis young yioes with a blunted hook. 

Or when, oottceal'd behind this anient row 

Of beech, you broke young Daphnia' shafts and bow. 

With sharpest pangs of'rancorous anguish stung 

To see the gift conferr'd on one so young : 

And had you not thus wreak'd your sordid spite. 

Of very envy you had died outright. 



Ooda ! what may masters dare, when tndi ft pitsh 
Of impudence their thievish hirelings reach : 
Did I not, wretch (deny it if you dare). 
Did I not see you Damon's goat ensnare? 
Lycisca bark'd ; then I the felon spied. 
And * Whither slinks yon sneaking thief?' 1 1 
The thief discorer'd straight his prey forsodl, 
A^d sculk'd amid the sedges of the brook. 



That goat my pipe from Damon faiily fftitlM I 
A match was set, and I the price obtained. 
Ho own'd it due to my euperior skill. 
And yet refnsed his bargain to fulfil. 

By yonr mperior skill the goat was won! 
Bave yon a jointed pipe, indecent clown ! 
Whose whissing straws with harshest discord jarr'd^ 
At in the stieets yonr wretched rhym« you luanr'd. 

Bba^to are but vain. I'm ready, when yon wilU 
Tb/makt n aolemn trial a# our skill. 
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I stake this beifer, no ignoble prise ; 
Two calves from ker fall vdder she SQ|)plies» 
And twke a day her milk the paU o'erilosrsg 
What pledge of eqaal worth wiU yon esposa f 



Aught from the Bock I dare not risk : I few 
'a crael step-dasse. and a sire seveie, . 
Who of their store so strict a reckoning kcep» 
That twice a day they count the kids and iheepi 
But since yon parpOM to be mad to day. 
Two bccct n cups I scrapie not to lay 
(Whose f .* superior worth yourself will OWaX 
The lalx. ^r'U work of famed Alcimedoa. 
Rsised round the brims by the engraver's cava 
The flsuaiing vine unfolds its folii^e fair| 
Entwined the ivy's tendrils seem to grow^ 
Half-hid in leaves its mimic berries glow i 
Two figures rise below, of curious frame* 
CoBon, and-— what's that other ssge'e naoMt 
Who with hia rod described the world's vast io«b< 
Taught when to reap, and when to till the | 
At home I have reserved them nnprofisned^ 
lla lip has e'er thair glossy poliab staia'd. 



Two cups for me that skilful artist madet 
Their handles with acanthus are array'd ; 
Orpheus is in the midst, whose magic song 
Leads in tumultuous dance the lofty groves altm^ 
At hbme I have reserved them auprpfaned* 
No lip has e'er their glossy polish staia'd. 
Bat my pledged heifer if aright you priaa^ 
The cups so much eittoU'd yoo will despiM. 

These arU, proud boaster, all are loat OS flM| 
T» amy terms I leadily agree. 



OF VIRGIJU. 

Tott AtSi tut boMt yoor rktoTf to^cj. 
Let him be jodgt who pMnti fittt thi* way : 
Aad Me th« good Palsaion! tsnat me, Bvaia, 
Yottll bo nor« oaUooo how yo* bmg ag«iii* 



m 



Bola^i I brook not ; if yo« Atut, 
At ainging no aotagonitt I dread* 
Pal«non» Ustea to th* iaiportaat «oog9. 
To sach dobatao fetientioa strict beloagfi^ 

Pal«»ioaL 
Siag then. A eoacfa the flowery hcihage jitldi : 
Kow bluuom all the trees, aad all the fididt ; 
Aad all tha^roods their poiap of foliage wear. 
And Nature's fairest robe adorns the blooming yank 
Danuatai first th' sltemate lay shall mise : 
Th' inspiring liases love alternate lays. 



9am first I sing ; ye Moses* aid my toy ; 
All Nature owns b«s energy and away i 
The Earth and Heavena bis sovereign boanty shaia^ 
And to my Terses he Toachaafes his saia* 



With greet Apollo I begia the straia. 
For I am great Apollo'a favourite swain | 
For him tne purple hyacinth I wear, 
Aad sacred bay to Phoebue ever dear. 



Tha Sprightly Galatea at my head 
An Bpple flung, and to the willows fled; 
But as along the level tawn she flew. 
The wanton wish'd not to eacepe my ▼]««. 

I languish *«1 long for fair Amyataa' 
But now he comeStuabidden to my 

Na 



974 



THE PASTORALS 



And with mj dogt it to familUr giowa. 
That my own Delia it no better known. 



I lately aaifd vliere, 'midtt the verdant 
Two paren^dovet had bailt their leafy bed ; 
I from the nett the young will thortly Uke, 
And to my love a handeome preaent make. 



Ten mddy irildingty from a lofty boogh. 

That through the green leavea beam'd with yellow 

giow, 
I brought away, and to Amyntat bote ; 
To-moiTow I ehall tend at many more. 



Ah the keen raptaret ! when my yielding fair 
Breathed her kind wbitpen to my ravish'd ear ! 
Waft, gentle gales, her aeoenu to the tkiet. 
That gods themteWet may hear with tweet tnrprite 

What, though I am not wretched by yoor tcom ! 
Say, beanteoiit boy, tay can I ceate to monm^ 
If, while I hold the nett, the boar yon ft^e, 
ADd rathly brave the dangert of the chate f 
Damesta; 

Send Phyllit home, lolt^ for to day 
I celebrate my birth, and all it gay ; 
When for my crop the victim I prepare^ 
lolat in onr festival may thare. 

Phyllia I love; the more than all can chain* 
And mntnal firet her gentle botom warm : 
Teate, when I leave her, bathe her beanteona eyea ; 
' A long, a long adiea, my love !' the criea. 
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The wolf it dreadful to the woolly train. 
Fatal to harvest! it the crushing rain. 
To the green woods the winds destructive prove. 
To me the rage of mine offended love. 

Menaleu^ 

The willow's grateful to the pregnant ewes, • 
Showers to the com, to kids the mountain-browi ; 
More grateful far to me my lovely boy,— 
In eweet Amyntai centres all my joy. 
DaitUBtai. 

Bven PoIIio deigns to hear my rural lays ; 
And cheers the bashful Muse with generous pnin i 
Ye sacred Nine, for yonr great patron feed 
A beauteous heifer of the noblest breed. 
Jfenotois. 

IN)IliatIie art of heavenly song adorns ; 
Then let a bull be bred with butting horns. 
And ample front, that bellowing, spurns the gromMU 
Tears up the turf, and thiows the sands avonnd. 



Him whom my Pollio loves may naught annoy; 
May he like Poliio emy wish enjoy ; 
may his happy lands with honey flow. 
And on his thoms Assyrian roses blow ! 
Menaleai. 

Who hates not foolish Bavios, let him lova 
Thee, Mavius, and thy tasteless rhymes appK»Tet 
Nor needs it thy admirer's reason shock 
To milk the he goats, and the foxes yoke. 

JToHMrtOS. 

Ye boys, on garlandt who employ your cvaw 
And pgBll the creeping ttrawberties, bewai*. 
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Vly iot y^mr Uvw, mod leave that fatal placa, 
\AmSay naka UetloiUng in the sraw. 



Fo«bcar» my flocka» aod warily ptoe n d» 
Nor on that faithlaea bank wcaMly tvaad ; 
The heedloM xaaB late planged amid the pooL 
And in the son now driea hia reeking wool. 



Ho« Titynis! lead back the browsing flock^ 
And let them feed at distance from the brook; 
At baching time I to the shade will bring 
My goats, and wash them in the cooling spring. 



Haste, from the mttry lawn the Socks remove 
To the cool shelter of the shady grove : 
When baming noon the cnrdling ndder drtes, 
Th' ongraiefnl teats in vain the shepherd pli«k 



How lean my bnll in yonder mead appears. 
Though the fat soil the richest pastnre bears ! 
Ah Love I thon reign'st soprcme in every heart. 
Both flocks and shepherds languish with thy darti 



Love has net injured my consumptive flocks* 
Yet bars their bones, and faded are their looks t 
What envious eye hath squinted on my dams. 
And sent iu poison to my tender lambs t 

Damtatat, 
Say in what distant land the eye descries 
But three short ells of all th' expanded skies F 
Tell this, and great Apollo be yoor namsf 
Your ikill is equal, equal be your fame. 
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Menetka$. 
Say in what soil a woodrous flower is bom. 
Whose leaves Ibe sacred bamo of kings adorof 
Tell thia» and Uke roy Phyllis to your arms. 
And reign th' oariTaird sovereign of her ch 



Paiimmm. 
TiM not foi me these high disputes to end ; 
Each to the heifer justly may pretend. 
Sach be their fortone, who so well can sing 
From love what painful joys, what pleasing tonaanM 

spring.* 
Now, boys» obstruct the course of yonder rill; 
The meadows have already drunk their fill 



PASTORAL IT.* 

Poitfo. 
Sicilian Muse, sublimer strains inspire^ 
And warm my bosom with diviner fire I 
AU take not pleasure in the rural sceae^ 
In lowly tamariaks, and foresu green. 
If sylvan themes wo sing, then let our lays 
Deserve a consul's ear, a consal's praise. 

• In thl« fourth inwtoml no partlcnlar Un<teape Itdplloested. Tlis 
wbnic 1« A prophetic •onfr of triumph. Itut u almost all the Imaffe* 
snd ailuxtont are of the rural kind, it Is so less a true bacoUc than tha 
others; if we admit the dfflnition of a pastoral, fivea a* by an author 
of the Arst ranii.t who cslls it * A poem to wlilcb any acttoo or pas* 
•Ion Is rcpreseoied by its effect* upon country life.' 

It Is of liitie importance to Inquire on what occasion OA* wmn «a« 
vrltlen. The solrlt of prophetic entbai>ia«m that brtathea throufh II, 
and the resemblance it bears in many places lo the oriental manner, 
makes It not ImproSaUe that oar poet compoi^ it partly from soma 
pieces of ancient prophecy that mti(ht have fallcu into his hands, and 
tttat he afterwards iascrtbed it to bis friend and patron Pollio, on oecn> 
iten of the Urth of hb mb Saionnina. 



t The author of the Rambler. 
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The age cooiftt on, that fature age of gM 
In Coma's myttte prophecies foretold. 
The years begin their mighty coarse again* 
The Virgin now retoms, and the Sataniiaa idga. 
Now from the lofty mansions of the sky 
To Karth descends an heaven-bom progeny. 
Thy Phabvs reigns, Locina, lend thine aid, 
Kor be his birth, his glorious birth, delay Mf 
An iron race shall then no longer rage. 
Bat all the woild r^ain the golden age. 
This child, the joy of nations, shall be b^rn. 
Thy consalship, O Pollio, to adorn: 
Thy consulship these happy times shall prove. 
And see the mighty months begin to move; 
Then all onr former gaili thall be forgiven. 
And man shall dread no more th' avenging doom of 
Heav'n. 

The ton with heroes and with gods shall shine* 
And lead, enroU'd with them, the life divine. 
He o'er the peaceful nations shall preside. 
And his sire's virlaes shall his sceptre guide. 
To thee, auspicious babe, th' unbidden earth 
Shall bring the earliest of her Bowery birth : 
Acanthus soft in smiling beauty gay, 
The blossom'd bean, and ivy's flaunting spray. 
Th* antended goats shall to their homes repair. 
And to the milker's hand the loaded udder hear. 
The mighty lion shall no more be fear'd. 
But grace innoxious with the friendly herd. 
Sprang from thy cradle fragrant flowers shall spread* 
And, fanning bland, shall wave around thy head. 
Then shall the serpent die, with all his race : 
No deadly herb the happy soil disgrace : 
Assyrian balm on every bush shall bloom. 
And breathe in every gale its rich pei'fume. 

But when thy father's deeds thy youth shall Ars* 
And to great actions all thy soul inspire. 
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Wh«& thoa shalt read of heroes and of kings. 
And mark the glory that from rirtae springs; 
Then boundless o'er the far-eztended plain 
Shall wave luxoriant crops of golden graioy 
With parple grapes tho loaded thorn shall bend. 
And streaming honey from the oak descend. 
Nor yet old fraud shall wholly be effaced ; 
Nayies for wealth shall roam the watery waste; 
Proud cities fenced with towery walls appear. 
And croel shares shall earth's soft bosom tear : 
Another Typhys o'er the swelling tide 
With steady skill the bounding ship shall guide; 
Another Argo wi4h the flower of Greece 
From Colchos' shpre shall waft the golden fleece ; 
Again the world shall hear war'a loud alarms. 
And great Achilles shine again in arms. 

When riper years thy strcngthen'd nerves shall bme^ 
And o'er thy limbs diffuse a manly grace. 
The mariner no more shall plough the deep. 
Nor load with foreign wares the trading ship ; 
Each country shall abound in every store. 
Nor need the products of another shore. 
Henceforth no plough shall cleave the fertile i 
No pruning-hook the tender vine shall wound ; 
The husbandman, with toil no longer broke. 
Shall loose his ox for ever from the yoke. 
No more the wool a foreign die shall feign. 
But purple flocks shall grace the flowery plain ; 
Glittering in native gold the ram shall tread. 
And scarlet lambs shall wanton on the mead. 

In concord join'd with fate's unalter'd law 
The Destinies these happy times foresaw. 
They bade the sacred spindle swiftly run« 
And hasten the auspicious ages on. 

dear to all thy kindred gods above ! 
O thou, the offspring of eternal Jova I 
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B— if thy 4ifttitiM, bcfin Uij i«igi>» 
And o'ef the woiU e«ttad tbjr «i(i« dmnaia. 
8m hMuv's aiiglitj fraoM •xalting nwod^ 
OeMn, and •Mth» and iMftvta't iainafiia (fobmi^ 
8m natioM jH ankora wi^i joy behold 
Thy glad approach* and hail the aga of gold I 

O woald th' ioBviovtalt lead a length of day% 
And give a aool •nbUme to toand thy piaiaai 
Woald Heavaa thbbreatt. this labooring bmaitltttaM 
With afdmur c^aal to tha mighty theme ; 
Not Otpheaa «idi diTf nar dmnapofU giow^d^ 
When all hat ftra hia Aothaf-m«M baatatr'd; 
Nor loftier ovmbara flov'd from Litiaa'io^gai^ 
Althoagh hia tiro Apollo fave the tODg^ 
BvaD Paa# in praaenca of Areadian airaia% 
Would vainly autva to emnlate my atraiai;. 

Sapay • paMbi'i care» O baantaona bo|^ 
Aad gitat thy mother vith a amila of joy | 
For Uiaa, to loathing taagnoia all raaignM« 
Tea alow ravoWhtg moniha thy'mother piiM* 
If arael fate thy parent's bliw denies** 
If no fond joy sits amil iog in thine aye#» 
No nymph of hearcaly birth shall erowa thy Ioi% 
No? shalt thott ahava the immortal feast abo«a^ 

otl*MMMe IM ptrpim*^ til llw critic*. (MoTsjieiaSrr^tf 
•Ifirianitlow (Cit hAtv kefea offwcd, the tnnalaMT In* olteSwl ■twe 
•ae. wbtch In tynks lbs mort kgreeftbl« to tlicM<Kwi»rUw poem mui 

ihikilMluvttfeof liM«riirtMirn«rM4«r«l« 

ramsaca tU» %m4ttnft^mf*»*fntm^1MlM 
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MRMALCAS, MOPSUft. 

StROB jtm with skill am toach iLe taneful md» 
Since few my veniea or mj voice exceed ; 
In this refreehing shade shall we recline. 
Where haseU wich the lofty elms combine f 

JffpMi. 

Year ripe* age a doe respect requires* 
Tie mine to yield to what my friend desires ; 
Whether you choose the zephyr's fanning breeiBf 
That shakes the wavering shadows of the trees ^ 
Or the deep*shaded grotto's cool retieat :— 
And see yon cave sceen'd from the scorching heatt 
Where the wild vine its curling tendrils weaves* 
Whose grapes glow raddy through the quivering leavea. 
tfmuUeat, 

Of all the swains that to our hilli belong, 
Amyntas only vies with yon io song. 

What, tiMMigh with me that haughty shepherd H^ 
Who proodly dares Apollo's self defy t 

Begin; let Alcon's praise inspire your strains,^ 
Or Codms' death, or Phyllis' amorous pains ; 
Begin whatever theme your Muse prefer. 
To feed the kids be, Tityros, thy care. 

• Her* we dlK«>Ter Menftku and Momw tested In m tabom 
. fersMd by tlie loierworea twig* of a wild Ttiie. A grove of haMtoaad 
da* uirrouadi tbii arbnar. The Mason •eema to be tnnswr. TIm 
toe of the d<iy k boi specUied. , 

t FTon OAa |ra«ag« tt to evident that Ytrgll thodfbt paaleral poetry 
capable ef a nocb greater variety in In aabjecto than aooM flwdam 
mSa wui allow. 
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I ntker will repeat tliat moarnfol MMg, 
Whkh late I carved Ibe rerdant beech aleii(; 
(I canrcd and trill'd by tanu ibe Uboar'd lay) 
And let Amyntae match me if he may. 



As tlcnder willows where the olive growi* 
Or sordid shrubs when near the scarlet rose. 
Such (if the judgment I have form'd be tme) 
Such is Amyntas when compared with yon. 



No more, Menalcas ; we delay too long. 
The grot's dim shade invites my promised song. 
When Daphnis fell by fate's remorseless blow* 
The weeping nympbs ponr'd wild the plaint of woe; 
Witness, O haselgrove, and winding stream. 
For all yonr echoes caught the mournful theme. 
In agony of grief his mother prest 
The clay cold carcase to her throbbing breast. 
Frantic with anguish wail'd his hapless fate. 
Raved at the stars, and Heaven's relentless hate. 
Twas then the swains in deep despair forsook 
Their pining 6ocks, nor led them to the brook ; 
The pining flocks for him their pastnres slight. 
Nor grassy plains nor cooling streams invite. 
The doleful tidings reach'd the Libyan shores. 
And lions moum*d in deep repeated roars. 
His cruel doom the woodlands wild bewail. 
And plaintive hills repeat the melancholy talo. 

« It t« th« BMMt fffneral and mo»l probible coiOcetMe, thai Jalkw 
Cmrf is th« IMpltnU wbnw death UMldelMBUoii arv hervc«lcbnla4. 
Some hoirefcr are of opiaton, that by Daphnia U meaot a real eheiv 
herd of SIcUv of that aama, who fa nld to have iarentad bacoOe 
poetry, aad w hoaear of whom the Sidtiaaa 
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^WM he, who first Armenia's tigers broke. 
And tamed their siabbora natures to the yoke ; 
He first with ivy wrapt the thyrsus round* 
And made the hills with Bacchus' rites resound.* 
As vines adorn the trees which they entwine. 
As purple clusters beautify the vine. 
As bulls the herd, as corns the fertile plains. 
The godlike Daphnis dignified the swains. 
When Daphnis from our eager hopes was tom^ 
PhoBbas and Pales left the plains to mourn. 
. Now weeds and wretched Urea the crops subdue. 
Where store of generous wheat but lately grew. 
Narcissus' lovely flower no more is seen. 
No more the velvet violet decks the green ; 
Thistles for these the blasted meadow yields. 
And thorns and friszled burs deform the fields. 
Swains, shade the springs, and let the ground be dreit 
With verdant leaves ^ 'twas Daphnis' last request. 
Erect a tomb in honour to his name, 
Mark'd with this verse to celebrate his fame : 
' The swains with Daphnis' name this tomb adorn. 
Whose high renown above the skies is borne ; 
Fair was his flock, he fairest on the plain. 
The pride, the glory of the sylvan reign.' 

Sweeter, O bard divine, thy numbers seem 
Than to the scorched swain the cooling stream. 
Or soft on fragrant flow'reU to recline. 
And the tired limbs to balmy sleep resign. 
Blest youth ! whose voice and pipe demand the fnim 
Due but to thine, and to thy master's lays. 
I in return the darling theme will choose. 
And Daphnis' praises shall inspire my Muse : 

• Thh caa be sppUrd only to laliw Oanr; for U was ko who 
Intrndocod al Room the cdcbratloa of Ibo lUcehsiiallM revshu 
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ban 910 noblest Bumbei* etaiai; 
it ae mort thmp fevch m thm^ 
•oaf n«w dignity obtnurtf 
Slimichon extoll'd the «tnia«. 



Be In wj mag 4h«U higlx at Hemfvn i 

High M tb* HonvcM. for D*phma wM ay Iiln4» 



BitvirtaM 
Tfoaghftean 
Which in jowr 
Olthi 



9dir INfhalt ibineflt mmong the gods « god* 
Strack with tho tplendourt of hi« now abodiw 
Boneath his footstool far remote appear 
The doads slow sailing, and the starry sphcra*. 
Hence lawns and gtores with gladsome raptarcf jUip 
The ewnint. the nymphs, and Pan in eoneert a^. 
The wolves to mardei are no more mclincd» 
No goilefal nets ensnare the wandering hindL 
Beceit and violence and rapine cease» 
Fo Daphnis lovec the gentle arts of peaea^ 
From savage moootains shouts of transport fife 
Borne in triumphant echoes to the skies ^ 
The rocks and ahnibe emit melodiooa iwandi, 
ThroQgh nature^ vast extent the god, the god rebovMlk 
Be gracious still, stiU present to oar prayer; 
Foar altars, lo! we build with pioa|| care. 
Two for the inspiring god of song divine. 
And two, propitioas Daphnis, shall be thiae* 
Two bowls white-foaming with their milky susei 
Of generous <h1 two brimming goblets moia^ 
Bach year we shall present before thy ahrine. 
And cheer the feast with liberal draughts of wille ; 
Before the fire when winter-storms invade* 
In sammer^a heat beneath the bceesy ahad») 
The hallow'd bo^ls with wines of Chios erownV^ 
Shall peat thala sparkling nectar to th* gmnnd. 
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Oamort«a«haH with LyctUn* JBgo& pUj. 
And celebrate with lestive strains the day. 
Alpfaesibomt to the sprightly eofig 
Shall tike the dancing Satyrs trip along. 
These ritea shall still be paid» so justly dne> 
Bpth when the nymphs receive our annual vow^ 
And when with solemn songa» and victims crown'd* 
Our lands in long procession we surround, 
Wliile fishes love the streama and briny deep^ 
And savage boars the mountain'! rocky steep. 
While grasshoppers their dewy food delighu. 
While balmy thyme the busy bee invites 4 
80 long shall }ast thine honours and thy faiaft> 
60 long the shepherds shall resound thy name. 
Such rites to thee shall hntbandmea ordain* 
As Cerea and the god of wine obtain. 
Thou to our prayers propitiously inclined 
Thy grateful supplianta to their vows ahalt bind. 

JIfopawf. 

What booii, dear shepherd, can yoitr aong 
For nought in nature yields ao sweet delight. 
Kot the- soft sighing of the southem gala, - 
That faintly breathes along tho fioweij Tale ^ 
Vor« when light breeaes curl the liquid plain. 
To tread the margin of the mnrmnring maint 
Kor melody of streams, that roll away 
Throogfa rocky daley delights me as yoat lay. 

Mewloat. 

Ha okAan yai^ard^ my friend, yoar ftrtes claim; 
Take then this fliite that breathed the plaintiva tbana 
Of Corydonit when proud Daiqestast tn«d 
To match my skill, h da^'d his has^ pride. 

• Lyelhim «a«a-citr ef Cmtbm 
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And let thU sheep-crook by my friend be 
Which braien studs in beamy rows mdon ; 
This iau Antifcnes oft begg'd lo gain, 
IkttnU his bMUty» nil his prnyen wwn vnia. 



PASTORAL VI.* 



Mr tportiTe Moss fiist enng Sieilinn ttnins» 

Nor blosh'd to dwell in woods end lowly plains. 

To sing of liings and wais when I aspire, 

Apollo checks my irainly-rising fire. 

'To swains the flock and sylvan pipe belong* 

Then choose some humbler theme, nor dare heroic toaf / 

lite voice divine, O Varus, I obey. 

And to my reed shall chant a mral lay ; 

Since others long thy praises to rehearse* 

And sing thy battles in immortal verse. 

Yet if these songs* which Phoebas bids me wiite^ 

Hereafter to the swains shall yield delight. 

Of thee the trees and hnmble shmbs shall stqg* 

And all the vocal grove with Varas ring. 

The song inscribed to Yams' sacred name 

To Phoebus' favour hrs the justest claim. 

Come then, my Muse, a sylvan song repent. 

"Twas in his shady arbour's cool retreat 

Two youthful swains the god Silenus found* 

In dmnkeauess and sleep his senses bound. 

His turgid veins the late debauch betray^ ; 

His garland on the ground neglected lay, 

• The ctre orsUcBUf , vblcb I* the •eene of tbb eclocss, ti Mlm^ 
Sled wiih Mflkleni scearaqr. The time mcim to he Che cvftainrsst 
iMwtttae •oh; doe* sot eeMOttll the loehs ere folded, ead the efeidnff 
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Fallen from hit head : and by the «ell>«om ear 
Hit cup of ample tize depended near. 
Sadden the twaint the tleeping god tnrpriae. 
And with hit garland bind him at he liea 
(No better chain at hand), incented to long 
To be defrauded of their promised tong. 
To aid their project, and remove their feara^ 
^fle, a beauteout fountain nymph appear*; 
. Who, while he hardly opes hit heavy eyes. 
Hit stupid brow with bloody berries dies. 
Then smiling at the fraud Silenut taid, 
' And dare you thus a tleeping god invade f 
To tee me wat enough ; but haste, unloose 
My bondt^ the tong no longer Wefuse; 
Unloote me, youth t : my tong shall pay yoar paint; 
For thit fair nymph another boon remaint.' 

He sung; rcspontive to the heavenly tound 
The ttubbom oakt and forests dance around. 
Tripping the Satyrs and the Faunt advance. 
Wild beasts forget their rage, and join the general danoa. 
Not to Pamassas' listening rocks rejoice. 
When Phoebus raises his celestial voice ; 
Nor Thraeia's echoing mountains so admire. 
When Orpheus strikes the loud-lamenting lyre. 

For first he sung of Nature't wond*rout birth ; 
How teeds of water, air, and flame, and earth, 
Down the vast void with casual impulse httrl'd^ 
Clung into thapcs, and form'd this fabric of the world. 
Then hardens by degrees (he tender soil. 
And from the mighty mound the teas recoil. 
O'er the wide world new various forms arise; 
The infant Sun along the brighten'd skies 
Begins bis course, while Earth with glad amaaa 
The blazing wonder from below surveys. 
The clouds sublime their genial moisture shed. 
And the green grove lifts high its leafy head. 
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Hie lATtfe beasu o'er dMert moonUiot rotm. 

Yet few their nambert, and oukaown tbeir Immim. 

He next the blest Satomien mgcs »ang ; 

How e new race of men from Pyrrha sprong i* 

Pronetheua* daring thcft» and dreadful doom, 

Whoae growing heart devourinig birds consome. 

Then names the spring, renown'd for H>las' hlbd. 

By the sad mariners bewail'd too late ; 

They eall on Hylss with repeated eries. 

And Hylas, Hylas, all the lonesome shore i^ii«. 

Next he bewails Pasipha (hapless dame!) 

Who for a bullock felt a bruud flame. 

What Inry fires thy bosom, frantic queen! 

How happy thou, if herds had never been ! 

The maids, whom Juno, lo avenge her wrought 

Like heifers doom'd to low the vales along. 

Ne'er felt the rage of thy deusted fire, 

Ne'er were polluted with thy fool desire ; 

ThoQgh oft for horns they felt their polish'd brow^ 

And their soft necks oft fear'd the galling plough. 

Ah wretched queen ! thou roam'st the mountaiiwwnili. 

While, his white limbs on lilies laid to rest. 

The half-digested herb again he chews. 

Or aome fair female of the herd pursues. 

' Besets ye Cretan nympbs, beset the grove. 

And trace the wandering footsteps of my love. 

Yet let my longing eyes my lov^ behold. 

Before some favourite beauty of the fold 

Bntiee him with Gortyniant herds to stray. 

Where smile the vales in richer pasture gay.' 

He sung how golden fruit's resistless grace 

Decoy'd the wary virgin from the race.$ 

^_^ • fce OrM. Mel. Mb. L 

f Th«lraMMiwcreLrplnis, ipponoe^MdCjrrlsMMS. l«ae,Sile 
STcoffed or Uicsi fnr prtremjif dietr own bnatj •• ten, mpKk IksM 
wUbMdocw, toMck S dcvr«c, tlutt tbey imaifrMd tSimt^m to hs 

lOortyaawMseltvelCraCe. See Ovid. Art. Aa. Hk L 
I Aialsaia. ic« Ovtil. MtCMMrph. Uk. s. 
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Then wraps in bark the monmiiig aisten foondp,* 

And rears the lofty alders from the ground. 

He snng, while Gallos by Permessuat stray'd^ 

A sister of the Nine the hero led 

To the Aonian hill ; the choir in haste 

Left their bright thrones, and hail'd the wekoma giiait* 

Linus arose, for sacred song renown'd» 

Whose brow a wreath of flowers and parsley bound ; 

And ' Take/ he said, ' this pipe, which heretofore 

The far famed shepherd of Aacrsat bore ; 

Then heard the mountain-oaks its magic sound, 

Leap'd from their hills, and thronging danced around. 

On this thou shall renew the tuneful lay» 

And grateful songs to thy Apollo pay» 

Whose famed Grynaean$ temple from thy ttndn 

Shall more exalted dignity obtain/ 

Why should I sing unhappy Scylla'e fate Y| 

Sad monument of jealous Circe's hate ! 

Round her white breast what furious monsters roll. 

And to the dashing waves incessant howl : 

How from the ships that bore Ulysses* crewT 

Her dogs, the trembling sailors dragg'd, and dew. 

Of Philomela*s feast why should I sing,** 

And what dire chance befel the Thraoian king? 

Changed to a lapwing by th' avenging god. 

He made the barren waste his lone abode. 

And oft on soaring pinions hover'd o'er 

The lofty palace, then his own no more. 

The tuneful god renews each pleasing theme 
Which Phoebus sung by blest Eurotas' stream ; 



• See Ovid. Mel. lib. IL 

t A river is Bceotla, arlftng from Moast Helicea, Mcred to Ike 
MaMfc t Hedod. 

I Grynlom «m a maritime town of the Lwicr Aais, wbeie wars sa 
aarisni temple and oracle of Apollo. 



D See ViffiL Mm, liL 

f See Homer OdjH. Ub. xtt. 

•• See Ovid. Metamorpb. Mb. ri 
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Wb«B btett'd Enrotas gently flowM along. 
And bade bU Unrels l«am the lofty song. 
SilettQt Mmg ; the vocal valet reply. 
And heavenly mneie cfaarme the listening sky. 
Bat now their folds the number'd flocks invite, 
Tlw atar of evening sh^da its trembling light. 
And the unwilling Heavens are wrapt in nigltt. 



PASTORAL YII.* 



MBLIBCEUS, CORYDON, THTMIl. 

Jfelibcgus. 
fi BMEATH an holm that murmur'd to the breeie 
The youthful Daphnis lean'd in rural eas^ : 
With* him two gay Arcadian swains reclined. 
Who in the neighbouring vale their flocks had jch/d, 
Thyrsis, whose care it was the goats to keep. 
And Corydon, who fed the fleecy sheep ; 
Both in the flowery prime of youthful days. 
Both skillM in single or responsive lays. 
While I with busy hand a shelter form 
To guard my myrtles from the future storm. 
The husband of my goats had chanced to stray 
To find the vagrant out I take my way. 
Which Daphnis seeing, cries, ' Dismiss your fear. 
Tour kids and goats are all in safety here ; 
And, if no other care require your stay. 
Come, and with us unbond the toils of day 

. Dapholc 



feedlog hard by. At a little distance Minciim thogtA with reeds ap- 
pears wiDdlnf alODf. Fields and trees compose the svrroundtnf 
sccM* A venerable oak, with bees swannlnr around it, Is narticii- 
... -.^ .. ' "» the forenoon, of a sun- 



larly diitlniaWMd. The time seems to be t 
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In thtt cool shade; at hand your heifers feed. 
And of themselves will to the watering speed ; 
Here fringed with reeds slow Mincius winds along« 
And round yon oak the bees soft-murmuring throng/ 
What could I do? for I was left alone. 
My Phyllis and Alcippe both were gone, * 
And none remained to feed my weaning lambs. 
And to restnHn them from their bleating dams : 
Betwixt the swains a solemn match was set. 
To prove their skill, and end a long debate. 
Though seriotis matters daim'd my due regard. 
Their pastime to my business I preferr'd. 
To sing by turns the Muse inspired the swains^ 
And Corydon began th' alternate strains. 

Corydbn, 
Ye nymphs of Helicon, my sole desire! 
O warm my breast with all my Codrus' fire. 
If none can equal Codrus' heavenly lays. 
For next to Phoebus he deserves the praise. 
No more I ply the tuneful art divine. 
My silent pipe shall hang on yonder pine. 

Thyrnt, 

Arcadian swains, an ivy wreath bestow. 
With early honours crown your poet's brow ; 
Codrus shall chafe, if you my songs commend. 
Till burning spite h^ tortured entrails rend ; 
Or amulets, to bind my temples, frame. 
Lest his invidious praises blast my fame. 

Corydon. 
A sUg's tall horns, and stain'd with savage foiw 
This bristled visage of a tusky boar. 
To thee, O virgin goddess of the chase, 
Yoang Mycon offers for thy former grace. 



2M 
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Alddei' brow» the popUr-lcavet snrrouad 
Apollo's beamy locks wi»h bays are cro Wd, 
The myrtle, lovely queen of smiles, is thine, 
Aod jolly Bacchus loves the curling vine ; 
Bat while my Phyllis loves the hazel-spray. 
To kasel yield the myrtle and the bay. 
2'AyrsH; 

The fir, the hills ; the ash adorns the woods; 
liie pine, tlie gardens ; and the poplar, floods. 
If thou, my Lycidas, wilt deign to come. 
And cheer thy shepherd's solitary homo. 
The ash so fair in woods, and garden-fwia. 
Will own their beauty far excell'd by thine. 

80 svng the swains, but Thyrsis strove in vain; 
Thus far I bear in mind th' alternate strain. 
Yoong Corydon acquired unrivall'd fame. 
And still we pay a deference to his name. 



PASTORAL Vm.« 

DAMON, ALPHE8IB<EU8. 

Rehearse we, Pollio, the enchanting strains 

Alternate song by two contending swains. » 

Charm'd by their songs, the hungry heifers stood 

In deep amaxe, unmindful of their food ; 

The listening lynxes laid their rage aside. 

The streams were silent, and forgot to glide. 

• la thb eiKhtb |>a»loral no particular accae to dcKrlbc^. TjwP**' 
ibe lODffs of two cooteDdin; •whIw, Damon *<»<» AiP|'*jj*' 
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O thou, where'er thou lead'st thy conquering host. 

Or by Timavus,* or th' Illyrian coast ! 

When shall my Muse> transported with the theme. 

In strains sublime my PoUio's deeds proclaim ; 

And celebrate thy lays by all admir'd. 

Such as of old Sophocles' Muse inspired ? 

To thee, the patron of my rural songs. 

To thee my first, my latest lay belongs. 

Then let this humble ivy-wreath enclose, 

Twined with triumphal bays, thy godlike brows. 

What time the chill sky brightens with the dawn. 

When cattle love to crop the dewy lawn. 

Thus Damon to the woodlands wild complainM, 

As 'gainst an olive's lofty trunk he lean'd. 

Lead on the genial day, O star of mom ! 
While wretched I, all hopeless and forlorn. 
With my last breath my fatal woes deplore. 
And call the gods by whom false Nisa swore ; 
Though they, regardless of a lover's pain. 
Heard her repeated vows, and heard in vain. 
Begin, my pip«» the sweet Maenalian strain.t 

Blest Maenalus \ that hears the pastoral song 
Still languishing its tuneful groves along ! 
That hears th' Arcadian god's celestial lay. 
Who taught the idly-mstling reeds to play ! 
That hears the singing pines I that hears the swnm 
Of love's soft chains melodiously complain! 
Begin, my pipe, the sweet Masnalian strain. 

Mopsusthe willing Nisa now enjoys — 
What may not lovers hope from suph a choice ! 

• A rirerlB lUly. 
t Tbis Intercalary itM (»• ^t >• called by the commcntaton), vU^ 
Menifl to be iDtebded as a rborws or burden to the tonff, U hmfundm 
the last of a triplet, tliat it may be as Independent of tte contest and 
the Terse in the translation m ttlsin tha original.— Mcaalna waa s 
moantaln of Arcadia. 



w 



THB PASTORALS 



Nov mum and griffins shall their bate i 

And t)ie succeeding a^e shdill see them join 

In frieiuUhip's tie ; now mutual love shall briig 

The dog and doe to share the friendly apring. 

Scatter thy nuts, O Mopeos, and prepan 

The nuptial torch to light the wedded fair. 

ha, Hetper hasten* to the waatem main. 

And thine the night of hUaa— thine, happy awaiftl 

Begin, my pipe> the aweet MwiaUaii strain. 

Bxulty O Nisa, in thy happy state ! 
Supremely bleat in such a worthy mate ; 
While you my beard deteat, and boahy hrom. 
And think the goda forget the world below ; 
While yon my flock and mral pipe diadaia. 
And treat with bitter scorn a faithful swain^ 
Begin, my pipe, the tweet Mttnaliah atrain. 

When first I tmm yen by yonr mother's iide» 
To where ovx apples grew I was yoor guide ; 
Twelve aommers since my birth had roUM io«nd> 
And I could reach tbe branches from the ground. 
How did I gase ! — how perish l~ah how vain 
The fond bewicching kopes that aooth'd my paint 
Begin, my pipe, the sweet M senalian strain. 

Too well I know thee. Love. From Scythian inowi. 
Or Lybia's burning sands the mischief rose. 
Rocks adamantine nursed thie foreign bane. 
This fell invader of the peaceful plain. 
Begin* nay pipe, the sweet Manalian strain. 

Love taught the mother's* murdering hand to kill. 
Her cbildren's blood love bade the mother spill* 
Was love the cruel Gaaie?t Or did the deed 
From fierce wnfaeling cruelty proceed ? 

a Medea. 
fMstssMstakeYkgil^nettttiiiff. The tnuMlatoraU m 

to iw sss i ie tfcac—cMtoadiewowfaiwiwMid nMftriaMs 

asihU (ta Ms opIiiUni) woeM Uts r«Bdarad tke pMWf e atacore 
aarkariat toaa EBffliai feadOT. 
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Botk ttKd her bmtal bosom with their bane ; 
Both OKged the deedj while Nature shrank in vmui. 
Begiivny l^pe, the sweet Ma&nalian strain. 

Now let Uie fearful lamb the wolf devour ; 
Let al4e«fe Uoeeona wiih Narcissus' flower ; 
Prom barren shrubs let radiant amber flow; 
Let ru^ed oaks with golden fruitage glow ; 
Let shrieking owle with swans melodious vie ; 
Let Tilynie the Thraciau numbers try. 
Out-rival Orpheus in the sylvan reign, 
Aiid««ialate Arion on the main. 
Begin« my pipe, the s-weet Maenalian strain. 

Le^lefid no more the swelling waves divide ; 
Earth, be thou wbelm'd beneath the boundless tide : 
Headlong from yonder promontory's brow 
I plunge into the roUii^ deep below. 
Farewell, ye woods ! farewell, thou flowery plain ! 
Hear the last lay of a despairing swain : 
And cease, my pipe, the sweet Msnalian strain. 

Here Damon ceased. And now, ye tuneful Nine, 
AIphesilMBOs' magic verse subjoin. 
To his responsive song your aid we call y 
Oar power extends not equally to all. 

AlphetibtBus* 

Bring living waters from the silver stream. 
With vervain and fat incense feed the flame : 
With this soft wreath the sacred altars bind. 
To move my cruel Daphnis to bo kind. 
And with my frenzy to inflame his soul ; 
Charms arc but wanting to complete the whole. 
Bring Daphnis home, bring Daphnis to my arma, 
O bring my long-lost love, my powerful ^ha 

By powerful charms what prodigies are dene ! 
Charms draw pale Cynthia from her silver throne , 
02 
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ChMmt bnrai the bloated tnake, and Ciree't* g 
By mighty magic charms were changed to beasti. 
Bring Daphnis home, bring. Daphnii to my mnm, 
O bring my long- lost love, my powerful charm*. • 

Three woollen wreaths, and each of tri|^« dye. 
Three times about thy image I apply. 
Then thrice I bear it round the aacred sluine; 
Uneven numbers please the powers divine. 
Brifig Daphnis home, bring Daphnis to my trme, 
O bsing my long-lost love, my powerful cbarmt. 

Haste, 4et three colours with three knots be joiaM, 
And say,' Thy fetters, Venus, thus I bind.' 
Bring Daphnis home, bring Daphnis to my arms, 
O bring my long-lost love, my powerful charmt. 

As this soft clay is hardenM by the flame. 
And as this wax is soften'd by the same. 
My love^ that harden'd Daphnis to disdain. 
Shall soften his relenting heart again. 
Scatter the salted, corn, and place (he bays. 
And with fat brimstone light the sacred blue. 
Daphnis my burning passion slights with scorn. 
And Daphnis in this blazing bay I bum. 
Bring Daphnis home, bring Daphnis to my mims, 
O bring my long-lost love, my powerful charms. 

As when, to find her love, an heifer roams 
Through trackless groves, and solitary glooms ; 
Sick with desire, abandon'd to her woes. 
By some lone stream her languid limbs she throws ; 
There in deep anguish wastes the tedious night. 
Nor thoughts of.home her late return invite; 
Thus may he love, and thus indulge his pain. 
While I enhance his torments with disdain. 
Bring Dapjmis home, bring Daphnis to my armf, 
O bring my long-lost love, my powerful charms. 

• 8«e Uom* Oijn, Hb. v. 
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Th«ae robes beneath the threshold here I leave, 
' These pledges of his love, O Earth, receive, 
Ve dear memorials of our mutual fire. 
Of you my faithless Daphnis I require. 
Bring Daphnis home, bring Daphnis to my arms^ 
O bring my long-lost love, my powerful charms. 

These deadly poisons, and these magic weedt. 
Selected from the store which Pontos breeds. 
Sage Moeris gave me ; oft I saw him prove 
Their sovereign power ; by these along the grove 
A prowling wolf the dread magician roams; 
Now gliding ghosts from the profoundest tombs 
Inspired he calls ; the rooted corn he wings. 
And to strange fields the flying harvest brings. 
Bring Daphnis home, bring Daphnis to my arms, 
O bring my long lost love, my powerful charms. 

These ashes from the altar take with speed. 
And Heading backwards cast tbem o'er your head 
Into the running stream, nor turn your eye. 
Yet this last spell, though hopeless, let me try. 
But nought can move the unrelenting swain. 
And spells, and magic verse, and gods are vain. 
Bring Daphnis home, bring Daphnis to my arms, 
O bring my long l^t love, my powerful charms. 

Lo, while I linger, with apontaneous fire 
The ashes redden, and the flames aspire ! 
May this new prodigy autipicious prove ! 
What fearful hopes my beating bosom move ! 
Hark ! does not Hylax bark ? — ye powers supreme. 
Can it be real, or do lovers dream? — 
He comes, my Daphnis comes ! forbear my charms ^ 
My love, my Di^phnis flies to Uess my longing i 
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IX.* 

LTOIDAS^ M<ERIt. 

Ck> ymi to town, my friend ? thtt beatan way 
Condiioli «• thither. 

Mean** 

Ah! the fata] day. 
The qneTp e cted day, at laat it oome. 
When a iwde alien driree as from oor'home. 
Hence, hence, ye downs, th' usurper thus 
To me yon most resign yoor ancient lands. 
Thus helpless and forlorn we yield to fate \ 
And our nfiacioiis lord to mitigate 
This brace of kids a present I dcssign. 
Whisk lend with carses, O ye powers divine ! 

Twas said, Menalcas with his tuneful stndns 
Had saved the grounds of all thejieighbonring 
From where the hill, that terminates the vale. 
In easy rivogs first begins to swell f 



• Thb and the flnt •closne aeems to have been written on tlie MM* 
oocuion. The time is a still evening The landscape Is descrtl>ed «t 
tlie 97tii Hoe of this translaUos. On one side of the hlirh way ft an aiti. 
Adal ariiour. where Lycidas invites Mcrltf to rest a little Trom the Hr 
tiiraeof bis Joarnev : and at a consideraMe dfiitance appears a sepuU 
chre Itf ikm WBy-«Me, where the ancient sepuicbrea were comnioiillr 
erected. 

The rritlcs with one voios aeem to condemn this edorue as ■nwoit' 
^y o/ilP atUiior ; l iinow not for what irood reiison. The many bea«- 
tira4 lltiiM arauercdthmnKh it woatd, onp mi;ht think, be no wealc M- 
coMMMlaOM. But k is by DO nu ans to be reeitoned a loow <ott«e. 
lion orTncolicrent frag^ments; its principal parts are ail strictly con- 
nected, and refer to a certain end, and itsi aiiunions and images are 
wholly suited to pastoral life, lu ouLject, though ancommon, Is not 
Improper; for what is more natural, than that two shepherds, when 
occasionally mentioninr the good qualities of their abMiit friend, par. 
ticularly his poetical taknts, should repeat sach fragmeBls of Us soufi 
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Far u the blasted beech that mates the sky. 
And the clear 8t]«am that gently murmurs by. 

t8li0b was the voice of fame ; bnt music's eharmf. 
Amid the dreadful clang of warlike arms. 
Avail no more than the Chaoniim dove, 
Whei^ down the sky descends the bird of Jove. 
And had not the prophetic raven spoke 
His dire presages from the hollow oak. 
And often wam'd me to avoid debate. 
And with a patient mind submit to fate. 
Ne'er had thy Moms seen this fatal hour. 
And that melodious swain had been no moxtt. 

What horrid breast such impious thoughts eould 
breed ! 
"What bstrbarous hand could make Menalcas bleedl 
Could every tendor Muse in him destioy. 
And from the shepherd's ravish all their joy! 
For who bnt he the lovely nymphs could sing. 
Or paiat (he valleys with the purple spring ? 
Who shade the fountains from the glare of day? 
Who but Menalcas could compose the lay. 
Which, as we journey'd to my love's abode, 
I softly sung to cheer the lonely road ? 
* Tityrus, while I am absent, feed the flock,* 
And, having fed, conduct them to the brook 
(The way is short, and I shall soon return). 
But shun the he-goat with the butting horn*' 

* These Unea, which Virgil has translated lllerally from Theocritus, 
■ay be »afii>oaed to l>e a frdf^ment of the poem meniiooed in the nr*. 
cediiiff ver»e«; or, what is more iikely.to bespoken byXycidaa tohla 
■ervrfnc ; somethinff siminir to which majr be iieen Putt. », t. », ol 
*iSi!?*r**^""—?*" ;!?*»»"** *• •»«« rewarkably explicit even to a 
«Mgree of affecutioo. Thia the tnuwlator baa endeaToured to Unitalp 
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Or whOcoaTd finish the imperfect lajrs 
SvBg by Menalcaa to hU Yams' prmiae ? 
' If foitiuie yet sb&ll spare the Mantaan swainfy 
And save from plundering hands our peacefql plaiBfly 
Kor doom ns sad Cremona's fate to shaie 
(For ah 1 a neighbour's woe excites our fear). 
Then high as Heaven onr Yams* fame shall xiae. 
The warbling swans shall bear it to the tkies/ 

Xycidat. 
Go on, dear swain* these pleasukg soi^ pome ; 
So nay thy bees avoid the biUor yew| 
So may rich herds thy fraitfnl fields adorn* 
So may thy cows with strutting dugs retara. 
Even I with poets hare obtained a name. 
The H use inspires me with poetic flame ; 
Th' applauding shepherds to my songs attend* 
But I suspect my skill, though they commend. 
I dare not hope to please a Cinna's ear. 
Or sing what Yams might vouchsafe to hear. 
Harsh are the sweetest lays that I can bring. 
So screams a goose where swans melodious sinf • 

Mmrii. 
This I am pondering, if I can rehearse 
The lofty numbers of that laboar'd verse 
' Come, Galatea, leave the rolling seas ; 
Can nigged rocks and heaving surges please? 
Come, taste the pleasures of our sylvan bowers. 
Our balmy-breathing gales and fragrant flowers. 
See, how our plains rejoice on every side. 
How crystal streams through blooming valleys glide 8 
O'er the cool grot the whitening poplars bend. 
And clasping vines their grateful umbrage lend. 
Come, beauteous nymph, forsake the briny wave; 
Loud on the beach let the wild billows rave/ 
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Or what you sang one erening on the plain— 
The air hat not the words, I yet retain. 

Manit* 
* Why, Daphnia, durst thou calculate the skk^ 
To know when ancient constellations riset 
Lo, CsBsar'sstar its radiant light displays. 
And on the nations sheds propitious rays. 
On the glad hills the reddening clusters glow. 
And smiling plenty decks the plains helow. 
Now gra£f Uiy pears ; the star of Caesar reigns. 
To thy remotest race the fruit remains.' 
The rest I have forgot, for length of years 
Deadens the sense, and memory impairs. 
All things in time submit to sad decay ; 
Oft have we sung whole summer suns away. 
These vanish'd joys must Moeris now deplore. 
His voice delights, his numbers charm no more ; 
Him have the wolves beheld, bewiteh'd his song,* 
Bewitch'd to silence his melodious tongue. 
But your desire Menalcas can fulfil. 
All these, and more, he sings with matchless skill. 

Lgfcidat. 
These faint excuses which my Moerts frames 
But heighten my desire. — And now the streams 
In slumber-soothing murmurs softly flow j 
And now the sighing breeze hath ceased to blow. 
Half of our way is past, for I descry 
Bianor'a tomb just rising to the eye.t 
Here in this leafy arbour ease your toil. 
Lay down your kids* and let us sing the while : . 

• In ItsHs credllur laporom rl*m vma noxioi ; receBqac 
quen prioVM oftitteiBpl«BUir sdiincre sd prmnmr^Plim, 

t Btuwr ii Mid to have rounded Msntwu—AcmtM. 
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We looii tliall reach the toim; or, le« a etomi 
Of muiden nun the cveaiDf sky deform. 
Be yoan to cheer the jouraey with a •ong. 
Based of yoor load, wnich I shall bear along. 

Maria. 
Ko more, my fnend^ your kind entreaties 
And let oar joamey be car present care ; 
Let fate restore our absent friend again. 
Then gladly I resume the taueful strain. 



PASTORAL X* 



OALLirS. 
To my last labour lend thy sacred aid, 
O Arethnsa; that the cruel maid 
With deep remorse may read the nwumfiil tong^ 
Foraonrafttl lays to Gallus' love belong. 
(What Muse in sympathy will not bestow 
Some tender strains to soothe my Gallus' woet) 
So may thy waters pure of briny stain 
Traverse the waves of the Sicilian main. 
Sing, mournful Muse, of Gallus' luckless love. 
While the goats browse along the clifis above. 

• Tke icnw of tbit pnitoni li wtn ftccfinttdjr delliiMtml. W^bi^ 
I(Oid ttie forloru Gidltti •iretcUed Mttg bvaearh % •oUfMn cUff, bk 
Aockt ttandinir round him, M mqip disunce. A ^roup of dettips and 
•waiat •sc-irrlf. bin, each of whom t« imticBlarly de'«ribed. On om 
tide we «ee the «heph«rdt with their crnokg; next to theu the neatp 
bcrthi. koown by tiieclumtiQt-Hof their appearance; and next to these 
Mfnalca* with bin clothe!* w«t,as ju»t ooine from beating or gatberisf 
wloter-tnaM. On the otbt:r side we observe Apollo with hi* usual lo-> 
•tiroia ; Sjrlranua crowned with flowen, and braJMUcltloc In <taia head 
the lou|r Iklie* aod aowenuf fennei ; and last of all Pan, the goA of 
■hepherds, known bj Ms ruddjr •mtllug couDteaaace^ %aA the other 
peculiarities of hi* form. 

^alhu was a Ronaii of very cemiderable rank* a poet «f bo ibmII 
•Mnation, and M iutiante fiieod »f VirgU. He loved to dtotfactlea 
ooe Cytherls Chere called Lycoria), who tUchted hiiBf and AUowsi 
AatMy iale CmmiI. 
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Kor sileil is the waste while we compleiti. 
The woods return the long resoancimg strain. 

Wbither, ye fountain-nymphs, were ye withdrawal 
To what lone woodland* or what devious IawB> 
When Galltts' beaom languished with the fire 
Of hopeless love, and nnallayM desire? 
For neither hy th' Aonian spring you stray'd, [shade. 
Kor roam'd Parnassus' heights, nor Pindas' hallow 'd 
The pines of Manalus were heard to mourn. 
And sounds of woe along rhe groves were borne ; 
And sympathetic tears the laurel shed» 
And humbler shrubs declined their drooping head* 
All wept his fate, when ta despair resigned 
Beneath a desert cliff he lay reclined. 
Lyceua' vocks were hung with many a tear. 
And round the swain his flocks forlorj^k appear. 
Nor scom, celestial bard, a poet's name^ 
Renown'd Adonis by the lonely stream 
Tended his flock. — As thus he lay along. 
The swains and awkward neatherds round him throi^. 
Wet from the winter-mast Menalcas came 
All ask, what^oeauty raised the fatal flame. 
The god of verse vouchsafed to join the rest ; 
He said, ' What frensy thus torments thy breast ? 
While she, thy darling, thy Lycoris, scorns 
Thy proffer'd love, and for another burns* 
With whom o'er winter-wastes she wsinders far^ 
'Midst camps, and clashing arms, and boisterous war.' 
Sylvanos came, with rural garlands crown'd. 
And waved the lilies long, and flowering fennel romid. 
Vext we beheld the gay Arcadian god ; 
His smiling cheeks with bright vermilion glow'd. 
' For ever wilt thou heave the bursting sigh ? 
Is love regardful of the weeping eye ? 
Love is not cloy'd with tears ; alas ! no more 
Than bees luxurious with the balmy .flower* 
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Than goatt with foliage, than the gnusj plain 

With silver rills and soft refreshing rain.' 

Pan spoke; and thus the youth, with grief oppnit; 

* Arcadians! here» O hear my last request} 

O ye, to whom the sweetest Uya belong, 

O let my sorrows on yonr faillt be snag : 

If yonr soft flotes shall celebrate my woes» 

How will my bones in deepest peace repose! 

Ah, had I been with yon a coontry-swain. 

And pruned the vine, and fed the bleating train ^ 

Had Phyllis, or some other rural fair. 

Or black Amyntas been my darling care ; 

(Beauteous, though black ; what lovelier flower ia M 

Than the dark violet on the painted green f) 

These in the bower had yielded all their chaima. 

And sunk with mutual raptures in my anaos : 

Phyllis had crown'd my Itead with garlands gny, 

Amyntas sung the pleasiug hours away. 

Here, O Lycoris, purls the limpid spring. 

Bloom all the meads, and all the woodlands ling; 

Here let me press thee to my panting breast^ 

Till youth, and joy, and life itself be past. 

Banish'd by love, o'er hostile lands i stray. 

And mingle in the battle's dread array ; 

Whilst thou, relentless to ray constant flame^ 

(Ah could I disbelieve the voice of fame!) 

Far from thy home, unaided and foriora, - 

Far from thy love, thy faithful love, art home* 

On the bleak Alps with chilling blasts to pino. 

Or wander waste along the frosen lElhlne. 

Ye icy paths, O spare her tender form ! 

spare those heavenly charms, thpu wintry sUNna I 
' Hence let me hasten to some desert-gTov»y 

And soothe with songs my longounanswer'd lave. 

1 go, in some lone wilderneas to suit 
Xttboean lays to asy Sicilian flute. 
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Better with beasts of prey to make abode 
In the deep cavern, or the darksome wood ; 
And carve on trees the story of my woe,. 
Which with the growing bark shall ever grow. 
Meanwhile, with woodland'Oymphs, a lovely tbxoi|f» 
The winding groves of >l«»nalu8 along 
I roam at large ; or chase the foaming boar ; 
Or with sagacious hounds the wilds explore* 
Careless of cold. And now methinks I bound 
O'er rocks and clififs, and hear the woods resonnd ^ 
And now with beating heart I teem to wing 
The Cretan arrow from the Parthian string- 
As if I thus my frenzy could forego. 
As if love's god could melt at human woe. 
Alas ! nor nymphs nor heavenly songs delight- 
Farewell, ye groves ! the groves no more invite. 
No pains, no miseries of man can move 
The unrelentinK deitv of love. 
To quench your tnirst in ^jt:rus' frozen flood» 
To. make the Scythian snows your drear abode ; 
Or feed your flock on Ethiopian plains. 
When Sirius' fiery constellation reigns, 
(When deep-imbrownM the languid herbage lies 
And in the elm the vivid verdure dies,) 
Were all in vain. Love's unresisted sway 
Extends to all, and we must Love obey.' 

Tis done ; ye Nine, here ends your poet's i 
In pity sung to soothe his Gail us' pain. 
While leaning on a flowery bank I twine 
The flexile osiers, and the basket join. 
Celestial Nine, your sacred influence bring* 
And soothe my Gallus' sorrows while I sing: 
Gallus» my much beloved! for whom I feel 
The flame of purest friendship rising still : 
So by a brook the verdant alders rise. 
When foffteriHg zephyrs fan the vernal skiss. 
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Let ns be gone t at eve» the eliatle •i^nojra 
With nOKiotti damps, and hurts the singer's voice ^ 
The juniper breuthes bitter yapours round. 
That Wl the sprakging com, and blast the vrouad. 
Ki^wMd, my sitwl Boatt,»ow let US hie , 
U bewny Heepw glWs th* w«tom Af . 
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Bmigma* 

^ From the Vew York Evening Minor. 

BY MRS. ANNA SlLTUS. 

I am weak and Vm stronc, 1 kUIiuid 1 curr, 
I giva to the heathen grace free and pure ; 
1 wedlock dissolve, steal many a ehiid, 
To myriads give life, am rowing and wHd. 
I'm in rivers, streams, brooks, . .al glittering; rill, 
I float-M^che Ganges, bring orist to tbe mill ; 
1 laugh, leap and sing, someumes I am bad, 
Immortal in heaven, but in hell oan't be had. 
I am blue, red and greeHi; whole acres I fill. 
I am hot and I'm coid, none tun alter ray will: 
I'm in forests and gardens, where spring blossoms blow, 
In summer's warm bowers, and winter's coM snow. 
I perflune thio roses, knd fieefht th« fmrti iiir, 
The rainbow without me, no colors could wear ; 
I am found in the clouds^ In the depth of the tea, 
I robe the grsen meadow and flower ^be lea. 
The sun's glory would fade, he no joy could impart, 
If I did not aid him, to f^ladden the heart; 
I'm tbe psintar'8 deligfat, the poet's wild theme, 
Before creation I was^yet in Eden did gleam. 
I am fluid and solid, I'm soft and I'm hard, 
I am white and I'm black, I baste and retard ; 
I'm a cordial, a medium, of more value than gold, 
My weight la Sahara, for jewels is sold. 
Yet I flourish as pui"c under poverty's wall, 
As in royalty's palace, in mosaie hall ; 
Without me no lady her toilet coald make, 
Without me stroog''heartfl, witb priTatifiti would lMf«ak. 
Without me all nature would languish and sigh, 
Yet I'm seen in the sparkle of fimma's hln<& eye ; 
I'm called iron, sultihiir, steel itndgas, 
I'm living «hd dead, I am sometimes a ^lass. 
I'm pen^itt, flat, square, obloini and roood. 
All «v<nrthe world my footsteps ara found \ 
I'm distast^f ud to many, yet ne^ar to some, 
Ambroma to ottiera wh<;n haxd as a <irum. 
I'm on top Gfiht mountain, U>w d^ywn in the vale, 
I sing in the concert with ocean's rude gale ; 
Rapid and slow, a blessing, a ftorrow, 
Welcome, unw^come^ toledd or to bmrrow. 
With fresh buds in a vase, ( adorn a repast, 
To Qod's I'm a feast, to sind^rs a fast ; 
1'm.a Gosmetie, & robber, in*jde«p uhies I hide. 
On the winffs «f the wi»id I jeyocisly ride. 
1 secrete ivbtfves, In the Hermit's lone cell, 
With a truth I am found Ibw down in a well ; 
I'm in stone. Mood and bread, and -oft I mH able 
To dim the bright clouds with a border of sable. 
When augry^ TmaAtle the moon and the stars, 
ISat fire, drink floods^and 6a«t^B rait cant; 
I am seen in the catarsict, in Egypt's famed river, 
I shine in (he spheres and wfll daaczle forever. 
I am opa<|ne 4ud tiear, fresh, young and old, 
Solve me, I'm tbinie In silver ttr gold ; 
Ontt'wosd to the witty befoie I depart, 
I defy thee to guess.me acute as thou art. 
But to aid the solution, I add to save blander, 
1 was bom ill thd tempest, 'midUghtning and thunder : 
My voice will resound, tiU Euth's final day, 
I, tbe'conquoror of ages, mujst tlien pass a^ay. 
In the new holy city reserved is my placet V 
Rising fadeless, adorned >n beauly and grace ; 
By saints I'll he welcomed on thdpanks of the^ver. 
And I'll fill them with tr«isp«rt for ever and ever :- - 
Harps, tlm1>rete, an^ Ij^es, will rinc with my pru^* 
And angels sweet voice^s will echo tteir lays. / 
Waverlv Place. . 
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